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PREFACE. 

AS the occafion of this Poem was real, not JiSii- 
tious'y fo the method purfued in it, was rather 
impofedy by what fpontaneoully arofe in the author's 
mind on that occafion, than meditated or defigned. 
Which will appear very probable from the nature of it. 
For it differs from the common mode of Poetry, which 
is, from long narrations to drawfhort morals. Here, 
on the contrary, the narrative is fhort, and the mora- 
lity ariiing from it makes the bulk of the Poem. The 
reafon of it is. That the fa^h mentioned did naturally 
pour thcfe moral refleftions on the thought of the 
writer. 
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THE 

COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT THE FIRST. 

O N 
LIFE, DEATH, AND IMMORTALITY. 

TO 

T«E RIGHT HON. ARTHUR ONSLOW, 

SPEAKER OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

TIR'D Nature's fweerreftorer, balmy i^Zp^/ 
He, like'the world, his rea4y vifit pays 
Where Fortune fmilesj the wretched he lorfakesj 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe. 
And lights on lids unfullied with a tear. 5 

From fhort (as ufual) and difturb'd repofe, 
I wake : How happy they, who wake no more I 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeft the grave, 
I wake, emerging from a fea of dreams 
Tumultuous J where my wrecked dcfponding thought, 10 
From wave to wave ai fancied mifery, 
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], YOUNG'S POEMS. 

\t j-andom drove, her helm of reafon loft. 

Though now reftor'd, 'tis only change of pain, 

A bitter change!) feverer for fevere. 

Che Day too fhort for my diftrefs j and Nighty 1 5 

Wn in the zenith of her dark domain, 

s funlhine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, fable goddefs ! from her ebon throne, 
n raylefs majefty, now ftretches forth 
ler leaden fceptre o'er a flumbering world. 20 

lilence, how dead! and darknefs, how profound ! 
<7or eye, nor liftening ear, an oh]e6k finds ; 
[Creation deeps. 'Tis as the general pulfe 
)f life ftood ftill, and nature made a paufe ; 
\n awftil paufe ! prophetic of her end. 25 

\.nd let her prophecy be foon fulfilled ; 
^ate ! drop the curtain 5 I can lofe no more. 

SiUnce and Darknefs ! folemn fitters ! twins » 

•*rom ancient Nighty who nurfe the tender thought ! 
To Keafon, and on Reafon build Refolve, 30 

That column of true majefty in man) 
\ifift me : I will thank you in the grave j 
The gi'ave, your kingdom : ^here this frame ftiall fall 
\ viftim facred to your dreary ftxrine. 
Jut what are ye ? — ^5 

Thou, who didft put to flight 
^rimseval Silence, when the morning ftars, 
•Exulting, fliouted o'er the rifing ball ; 
!) Thou, whofe word from folid darknefs ftruck 
That fpark, the fun j ftrike wifdora from my foul j 40 

My 



THE COMPLAINT, Night I. j 

My foul, which flies to Thee, her truit, her treafure. 
As mifers to their gold, while others reft. 

Through this opaque of Nature y and of Soul^ 
This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray. 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 45 

(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it through various fcenes of Life and Death \ 
And from each fcene, the nobleft truths infpire. 
Nor lefs infpii-e my ConduSii than my Song j 
Teach my beft reafon, reafon 5 my beft will 5^ 

Teach reftitude ; and fix my firm refolve 
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell ftrikes One. We take no note of time'j 55 
. But from its lofs. To give it then a tongue. 
Is wife in man. As if an angel fpoke, 
I feel the folemn found. If heard aright. 
It is the knell of my dep^arted hours : 
Where are they ? With the years beyond the flood, 60 
It is th^Jignal that demands difpatch : 
How much is to be done ? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down — On what ? a fathomlefs abyfs j 
A dread eternity ! how furely mine ! , ^5 

And can eternity belong to me. 
Poor penfioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abjeft, how auguft. 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man ! 
How pafling wonder He, who made him fuch ! 70 
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Vho centred in our make fuch ftrange extremes ! 

rom different natures marveloufly mixt, 

Connexion exquifite of diftant worlds I 

)iftinguifli'd link in Being's endlefs chain ! 

^dmiay from Nothing to the Deity! 75 

^ beam ethereal, fully'd, and abforpt ! 

Though fuUy'd and dishonoured, ftill divine ! 

)im miniature of greatnefs abfolute ! 

Vn heir of glory ! a frail child of duft ! 

ielplefs immortal ! infe6t infinite ! 80 

\. worm ! a god ! — I tremble at myfelf, 

^nd in myfelf am loft ! at home a ftranger, 

Thought wanders up and down, furprizM, aghaft, 

Vnd wondering at her oivn : How reafon reels ! 

) what a miracle to man is man, 85 

Triumphantly diftrefs'd ! what joy, what dread ! 

Alternately tranfported, and alarm'd ! 

iVhat can preferve my life ! or what deftroy ! 

\n angel's arm can't fnatch me from the grave; 

Legions of angels can't confine me there. 90 

'Tis paft conjecture ; all things rife in proof: 
IVhile o'er my Wmhs fieep^s foft dominion fpread, 
W^hat though my foul fantaftic meafures trod 
3'er fairy fields 5 or moum'd along the gloom 
Df pathlefs woods; or, down the craggy fteep 95 

rlurl'd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool j 
Or fcal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds, 
W^ith antic fliapes, wild natives of the brain ? 
Her ceafelefs flight, though devious, fpeaks her nature 
3f fubtler eflfence than the trodden clod; 100 

Aaive 
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Aftive, aerial, towering, unconfin'd, 

Unfetter'd with her grofs companions fall. 

Ev'n filent night proclaims my foul immortali ] 

Ev'n filent night proclaims eternal day. ■: 

For human weal, heaven huAands all events 5 105 

Dull deep inftru£^s, nor fpoit vain dreams in vain. 

Why then their lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 
Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around. 
In infidel diftrefs ? Are Angels there ? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duft, ethereal fire ? ix» 

They live ! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd j and from an eye 
Of tendernefs let heavenly pity fall 
On me, more juftly numbered with the dead. 
Tkii is the defart, this the folitude : 115 

How populous, how vital, is the grave ! 
This is creation's melancholy vault. 
The vale funereal, the fad cyprefs gloom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty (hades ! 
A41, all on earth, is Sbado<w, all beyond \ i2# 

Is Suhftance ; the reverfe is folly's creed : 
How foii4 all, where change ihall be no more! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the veftibule j 
Life's theatre as yet is (hut, and death, 125 

Strong death, alone can heave the mafly bar. 
This grofs impediment of clay remove. 
And make us etnbryos of exiftence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is be, not yet a candidate for light, 130 
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8 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

The future embryo, flumbering in his (ire. 
Embryos we muft be, till we burft the fhell. 
Yon ambient azure (hell, and Ipring to life. 
The life of gods, O tranfport! and of man. 

Yet man, fool man ! here buries all his thoughts ; 135 
Inters celeftial hopes without one figh. 
Prifoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
Here pinions all his wiihes ; wing'd by heaven 
To fly at infinite j and reach it there, 
<Wh&vt ferapbs gather immortality, 140 

On life's fair tree, faft by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrofial cluftering glow. 
In His full beam, and ripen for the juft. 
Where momentary ages are no more ! 
Where time, and pain, and chance, and death expire ! 145 
And is it in the flight of threefcore years, 
To pufli eternity from human thought. 
And fmother fouls inunortal in the duft ? 
A foul immortal, fpcnding all her fires. 
Wafting her fh-ength in flrenuousidlenefs, - 150 

Thrown into tumult, raptur'd or alarm'd. 
At ought this fcene can threaten or indulge, 
Refembles ocean into tempeft wrought,- 
To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls this cenfure ? It o'eiwhelms myfelf 5 155 
How was my heart incrufted by the world ! 
O fiow felf-fetter'd was my groveling foul ! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
"''* filken thought, which reptile Fancy fpun, 

"arken'd Reafon lay quite clouded o'er x6o 

With 
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' With foft conceit of endlefs comfort herey 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ikies I 
Night- vifions may befriend (as fung above) : 
Our 'wakittg'^2m2, are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of things impoflible ! (Could fle^ do more ?) 165 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ! 
Of ftable pleafures on the toffing wave ! 
Eternal funfhine in the ftomis of life ! 
Hww richly were my noon-tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeftries of pi6tur'd joys ! 1 70 

Joy behind joy, in endlefs perfpe6live ! 
Till at death^s toll, whofe reftlefs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone. 
"Where now my phrenzy's pompous furniture ? 175 
The cobuueb^d cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me ! 
The JpUer^s moft attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
'On earthly blifs 5 it breaks at every breeze. 180 

O ye bleft fcencs of permanent delight I 
Full, above meafure ! lading, beyond bound ! 
A. perpetuity of blifs is blifs. 
Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an-end, 
That ghaftly thought would drink up all your joy, 185 
And quite unparadife the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above th6fe rolling fpheres 5 
The baleful influence of whofe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciflitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every hour 3 199 
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And rarely for the better ; or the befty 

More mortal than the common births of fate. 

Each moment has its fickle, emulous 

Of Time's enormous fcythe, whofe ample fweep 

Strikes emfires from the root j each moment plays %^ 

His little weapon in the narrower fphere 

Of fweet domefiic comfort, and cuts down 

The faireft bloom of fublunaiy blifs, 

Blifs ! fublunary blifs ! — proud words, and'vain! 
•Implicit treafon to divine decree ! loo 

A bold invafion of the rights of heaven ! 
I clafp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace ! 
What darts of agony had mifs'd my heart ! 

Death ! great proprietor of all ! tis thine 205 

To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars. 
The fun himfelf by thy permiffion fhines 5 
And, one day, thou ihalt pluck him from his fphere. 
Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhauft 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean ? »io 

Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd on me ? 
Infatiate archer ! could not oneXw^z^ ? 
Thy ftiaft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was flain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. 
O Cynthia! why fo pale ? Doft thou lament 215 

Thy wretched neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelcfs change outwhirlM in human life ? 
How wanes my horronu^d blifs ! from fortunes fmile. 
Precarious courtefy ! not ^virtue 's fure. 
Self 'given, folar ray of found delight, %zo 
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In every vary'd pofture, place, and hour. 
How widow'd every thought of every Joy ! 
Thought, bufy thought ! too bufy for my peace I 
Through the dark poftem of time long elapsM, 
Led foftly, by the ftillnefs of the night, 22$ 

Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves !) 
Strays (wretched rover !) o'er the pleafing/^ ; 
In queft of wretchednefs pervefely ftrays 5 
And finds all defart ^001; ; and meets the ghofts 
Of my departed joys ; a numerous train ! 23© 

I rue the riches of my former fate 5 
Sweet comfort's blafted clufters I lament ; 
I tremble at the bleffings once fo dear; 
And every pleafure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why complain ? or why complain for one ? 235 
Hangs out the fun his luftre but for me, 
The Jingle man ? Are angels all beAde ? 
I mourn for millions : 'Tis the common lot ; 
In this fhape, or in that, has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman bom, 240 

Not more the children, than fure heirs, of pain. 

War, Famine, Peft, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteftine broils, Oppreffion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, befiege mankind. 
God's image difinherited of day, 14-5 

Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was made. 
There, beings deathlefs as their haughty lord. 
Are hamraer'd to the galling oar for life ; 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap delpair. 
Some, for hard maften*, broken Mnd« 2xm<^ "^V* 
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In battle lopt away, with half their liniba, 

Beg bitter bread through realms their valour fav'd, ' 

If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom, 

Wa?jt, and incurable difeafey (fell pair !) 

On hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feize 255 

At once 5 and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning bofpitals ejeft their dead ! 

What numbers groan for lad admiffion there ! 

What numbers, once infortune^s lap high-fed. 

Solicit the cold hand of charity ! a6o 

To (hock us more, folicit it in vain ! 

Ye lilken fons.of pleafure ! fince in pains 

You rue more modifh vifits, vifit herey 

And breathe from your debauch : giofey and reduce 

^«iy^//V.dorainion o'er you : but fo great 265 

Your impudence, you blufh at what is right. 

Happy ! did forrow feize on fuch alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or ^virtue fave ; 
Difeafe invades the chafteft temperance j 
And puniihment the guiltlefs ; and alarm, 270 

Through thickeft ftiades, purfues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns ; 
And his guard, falling, crufhes him to death. 
Not bappinefs itfelf makes good her name 5 
©ur very wifties give us not our wifti. 275 

How diftant oft the thing we doat on mod. 
From that for which we doat, felicity ! 
The fmoothejt courfe of nature has its pains 5 
And truefl friends, through error, wound our reft. 
Without misfortune, what calamities I 280 
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And what hofVilities, without a foe ! 

Nor ai-e foes wanting to the beft on earth. 

But endlefs is the lift of human ills, 

And fighs might fooner fail, than caufe to figh. 

A part how fmall of the terraqueous globe 285 

Is tenanted by man ! the reft a njjafte^ 
Rocks, defarts, frozen feas, and burning fands : 
Wild haunts of monfters, poifons, ftings, and death. 
Such is earth's melancholy map ! but,* far 
More fad ! this earth is a true map of mem. a9a 

So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To '^oe's wide empire ; where deep troubles tofs. 
Loud yorroauj" howl, inytnom' 6. paffions bite. 
Ravenous calamities our vitals feize. 
And threatening yiz/^ wide opens to devour. 295 

What then am I, who forrow for myfelf? 
In age, in infancy, from others' aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind, 
T^haty miXMTt'sfirft, laft lefTon to mankind j 
The felfiih heart deferves the pain it feels./ 30a 

More generous forrow, while it finks, exalts ; 
And confcious. virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence^ bids me give 
Swoln thought 2.fecond channel ; who divide. 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 305 

Take then, O World I thy much-indebted tear: 
/How fad a light is human happinefs, 
\5^o thofe whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour ! 
O thou ! whate'er thou art, whofe heart exults ! 
Wouldft thou I fhould congratulate thy fats I v^ 



J^. YOUNG'S POEMS. 

I know thou wouldft $ thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs. 
The falutary cenfure of a friend. 
Thou happy nvretcb ! by blindnefs thou art bleft 5 
By dotage dandled to perpetual fmiles. 315 

Know, fmiler ! at thy peril art thou plcas'd j 
Thy pleafure is the promife of thy pain. 
Misfortune^ like a creditor fevere. 
But rifes in demithd for her delay j 
Slie makes a fcourge of paft profperity, 310 

To fting thee more, and double thy diftrefs. 
Lorenzo, fortune makes her court to thee. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren fings. 
Dear is thy welfare 5 think me not unkind j 
I would not damp, but to fecure thy Joys. 325 

Think not lUtaXfear is facred to the ftorm : 
Stand on thy guard againft the fmiles of fate. 
Is heaven tremendous in its frowns ? Moft fure j 
And in its favoius formidable too : 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 3 30 

A call to duty, not difcharge from care 5 
And fhould alarm us, full as much as woes ; 
Awake us to their caufe and confequence 5 
And make us tremble, weighM with our defert ; 
Awe nature's tumult, and chaftife her joys, 335 

Left, while we clafp, we kill them j nay, invert 
To worfe thdnjtntple mifery, their charms. 
Re*volted joys, like foes in civil war. 
Like bofom friendfhips to refentment four'd, 
xKT\*\x j^gg cnvenom'd rife againft our peace. 340 

Beware 
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Beware what earth calls happinefs 5 beware 
All joys, but joys that nevtr can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an immortal bafe. 
Fond as he feems, condemns his joys to death. 

Mine dy'd with thee, Philander! thy laft figh 345 
Diflplv'd the chaim ; the difenchanted earth 
Loft all her luftre. Where her glittering towers ? 
Her golden mountains, where } all daiicenM down 
To naked wafte j a dreary vale of tears ; 
The great magician 's dead! Thou poor, pale piece 35a 
Of out-caft earth, in darknefs! what a change 
From yefterday ! Thy darling hope fo near, 
(Long-labour'd prize !) O how ambition flufhM 
Thy glowing cheek I Ambition truly great. 
Of virtuous praife. Death's fubtle feed within 355 
(Sly, treacherous miner!) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well -concerted fcheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to ribt on that rofe fo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell j one moment's prey ! 

Man's forefight is conditionally wife ; 36a 

Lorenzo ! wifdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firft inftant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye ! 
The frefent moment terminates our fight ; 
Clouds, thick as thofe on doomfday, drown the next\ 365 
We penetrate, we prophecy in vain. 
^ime is dealt out by particles ; and each. 
Ere mingled with the ftreaming (ands of life> 
By Fate's inviolable oath is fwom 
Deep filence, " Where eternity begins." vi<3» 

4 ^n 
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By nature's law, what may be, may be ntyw j 
There 's no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can rife. 
Than man's prefumption on to-morrow's dawn ? 
[Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 375 

Tor numbers this is certain ; the reverfe 
Is fure to none 5 and yet on this perhapSy 
This peradventurey infamous for lies. 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain hopes ; fpin out eternal fchemes, 380 
As we the fatal flfters could out-fpin. 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 

Not ev'n Philander bad befpoke his /hroud : 
Nor had he caufe \ a warning was deny'd : 
How many fall as fudden, not as fafe ! 38^ 

As fudden, though for years admonifh'd home. 
Of human ills the laft extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo 1 ^Jloixj fudden death. 
How dreadful that deliberate fui-prize ! 
Be wile to-day; 'tis madnefs to defer 5 300 

Next day the fatal precedent will plead 5 
Thus on, till wifdom is pufti'd out of life. 
Procraftination is the thief of time 5 
Year after year it fteals, till all are fled. 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 3^* 

The vaft concerns of an eternal fcene. 
If not fo frequent, would not This be Ibange? 
That 'tis io frequent, This is ftranger ftill. 

Of man's miraculous miftakes, this bears 
The palm, " That all men aie about to live,'* 400 

All 
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For ever on die brink of being bom-. 
All pay themfelves the compliment to think: 
They one day ihall not drivel : and their pride 
On this reversion takes up ready praife ; 
At leaft, their own ; thtir future felves applaud} 405, 
How excellent that life they ne^er will lead ! 
Time lodgMin their oivn hands is foil/ s vails; 
That lodg'd in fate* s^ to mjifdom they confign 5 
The thing they can't but purpofe^ they pofipone \ 
'Tis not m folly, not to fcorn a fool ; 4.10 

And fcarce in human luifdom to do more. 
All promife is poor dilatory man. 
And that through every ftage : when young, indeed. 
In full content we, foraetimes, nobly reft, 
Unanxious for ourfel'ves \ and only wifh, 4.1 5 

As duteous fons, omv fathers were more wile. 
At thirty mdjifufpe^s himfelf a foolj 
Knomjs it 2X forty, and reforms his plan j 
At fifty chides his infamous delay, 
' Pufhes his prudent purpofe to refol've; 4.20 

In all the magnanimity of thought 
Rcfolves ; and re-refolves j then dies the fame. 

And why ? Becaufc he thinks himfelf immortal. 
All men think all men mortal, but Themlelvcs j | 
Themfelves, when fome alarming ftiock of fate 4.2 5 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the fudden dreud j 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air. 
Soon clofe; where, paft the fhaft, no trace is found. 
As from the fwing no fear the flcy retains 5 
The parted wave no furrow from the kccli 430 

Vol. II. C So 
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So dies in human hearts the thoughts of death. 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature iheds 
O'er thofe we love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander ?. That were ftrange ! 

my full heart ! — But fhould I give it vent, 435 
The longeft night, though longer far, would fail. 
And the lark liilen to my midnight fong. 

The fpritely lark's flirill matin wakes the morn 5 
Griefs fliarpeft thorn hard prefling on my breaft, 

1 ftrive, with wakeful melody, to chcar 4^ 
The fuUen gloom, fweet Philomel I like Thee, 

And call the ftars to liften : every ftar 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel. 
And charm through diftant ages : wrapt in (hade, 445 
Prifoner of darknefs ! to the filent hoursy .-^ 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 
To lull my griefs, and fteal my heart from woe ! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 
Dark, though not blind, like thee, Mjeonides f 450 
Or, Milton ! thee ; ah, could I reach your ftrain ! 
Or HiSf who made Maeonides our Oivn, 
Man too He fung : immortal man I fmg ; 
Oft burfts my fong beyond the bounds of life j 
What, notUi but immortality can pleafe ? 455 

O had He prefs'd his theme, purfued the track, • 
Which opens out of darknefs into day I 
O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 
Soar'd where I fink, and fung immortal man ! 
How had it blcft mankind, and refcued me ! 460 

NIGHT 
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NIGHT THE ^ECOND. 

ON 

TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 

T O T H E 
RIGI# HON, THE EARL OF WILMINGTON. 

*' TT/liEN the Cock cre^Wy he nvepr — fmote by that 

eye, . 
Which looks on me, on all : That power, who biJs 
*ri:V midnight jjntinel, with clarion iliriil, 
Emblem of ih^ which lliali awake the dead, 
Roufl* Jouis from llumbcr, into thoughts cf hc^~jcn. 5 
Shall I too v»'ccp ? Where then is fortitude ? 
And, fortitude abandoned, whue 13 nia^i ? 
I know the terms on ^ich he fees the li^htj 
He that is born, is lifttdi life is war; 
Eternal war v/Ith woe.- Who bears it befl:, 10 

Peferves it leall. — CnS other themes I 'II dwell. 
Lorenzo f let me turn my thoughts on thee, 
KvAth'viCj on Att^es may protit ; profit there, 
Wlieremoft thy need. Themes,rtqQ, the genuijjMi growth 
Of dear Philander's duft. He /^;/j, though dead, 15 
May Itill befriend — What themes? Tin^s lUGndrous 
pricey 

C 2 I>eat\j» 
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Death f Frtendjbipy and VYtW^wi^^i^jinalfcene* 

So could I touch tbdfe themes, a» might obtain 

Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite difengagM, 

The good deed would delight me j half imprefs sff 

On my dark cloud an Iris j and from grief 

Call glory— Doft thou mourn Philander'* fate ? 

I know thou fay'ft it : Skys thy life the fame t 

He mourns the dead, who lives as they defire. 

Where is that thirft, that avarice of Time, t$ 

(O gloiious avarice !) thought of death in{pire|. 

As rumourM robberies endear our gold ? 

O Time I than gold more facred j more a load 

Than lead, to fools ; and fools reputed wife. 

What moment granted man withou^account ? 30 

Vf\i'dX.year5 are fquandcr'd, nvifdom's debt unpaid ! 

Our wealth in days, all due to that dUcharge. 

Hafte, hafte, he lies in wait, he 's at the door, 

Infidious Death I fliould his ftrong liand arrefl-. 

No compofition fets the prifoner free. jj 

Eternity s inexorable chain 

Fail binds j and vengeance clajlpos the full arrear. 

How late I ihudder'd on the brink ! how late 
Life caird for her laft refuge in ^fpair ! 
That Time is mine, O Mead I td'thec I owe 5 ^ 40 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity, 
But ill my genius anfwers my defu^ 
JMy fick^r fong is niortal, paft thy cure. 
Accept the will i^-^that dies not with my ftrain* 

For whaAalls thy difeafe, Lorenzo ? not 45 

For Efculafian^ but for mQval aid. 

Thou 
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Thou think' ft it folly to be wife too foon. 

Touth is not rich in Timey it may be poor j^ h 

Part with it as with money, fparing 5 pay 

No moment, but in purchafe of its worth j 50 

And what its worth, aik death-beds 5 thqr can tell. 

Part with it as with life, relufikant j big ^ ■• 

With holy hope of nobler time to cortiej 

Time higher aim'd, ftill nearer the great mark . 

Of men and angels 5 virtue more divin%. ^ 55 

Is this our duty y luifdom, glory ^ gain? . 
{Thefe heaven benign in vital union binds). . 
And fport we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal funs infpire ? Amufement reigns s 
Man's great demand : To trifle, is to live;. 60 

And is it then a trifle, too, to die ? . 

Thou fay'ft I preachy Lorenzo, 'tis confeft. 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite a^waki? , 
Who wants amujhntnt in the flame of battle ? . 
Is it not treafon, to the foul immortal^ 65 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amufe, when medicines cannot ewe? 
When fpirits ebb, when life's enchanting fcenes 
Their luftre lofe, and leffen in ouriight, . 
As lands, and cities with their glittering fpircs, 70 
To the poor fhatterM bark, by fudden ftorm 
Thrown off to fea, and foon to perifh there ? 
Will toys amufe ? No : Thrones will then be toys. 
And eaith and ikies feem duft upon the fcale. 

Redeem we time ?— Its lofs we dearly buy. 75 

What pbads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd ^^\X."%\ 

C 3 ^^ 
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He pleads Timers numerous blanks \ he loudly pleads 
The fti-aw-rlike trifles on life's common ftream. 
From whom thofe blanks and trifles^ but from theef 
No blank, no trifle, nature made, or meant. U 

Virtue, or /fo/o/V virtue, ftlll be thine; 
^'hls Cancels^y complaint at once, ^bis leaves 
In at^ no trifle, and no bla/jk in time. 
Tl'is grcatens, fills, immortalizes all ; 
TUs, the bkii art of turning all to gold j f: 

77//, the j^GoJ heart's prerogative to raife 
A royal tribute from the pooreft hours j 
linmnfc i-evcnucl every momQnt pays. 
If notlilng more than purfcfe in thy power; 
Thy purpofc fiiTn, is equal to the deed : m 

Who does the beft his circumftance allows. 
Does well, afts nobly ; angels could no more. 
Our oul-ward i\di indeed admits rcftraint j 
'Tis net in things o'er thought to dofnineer; 
Guard well thy thought j cur thoughts are heard in 
heaven. ^^ 

On all important Tirne, through cvcrj- age, 
Though much, and v/arm, the wife have urg'd j the man f 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 
'* 1 ''^e lofl a ^^"— the prince who nobly cry'd 
Had been an emperor without his crown ; jco 

Of Rome, fay, rather, lord of human race : 
He fpokc, as if deputed by mankind. 
So (hould all fpeak: So reafnn fpcaks in all i 
From the foft whifpcrs of th:it God in niwU, 
Why fly to folly, w'r.y to phrcnzy fly, jo; 

l\jr 
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For refcue from the blejjing we poffefs ? 
^ime the fiipreme ! — Time is Eternity ; 
Pregnant with all eternity can give ; jj 

Pregnant with all,' that makes archangels fmile. 
Who murders time, he cmfhes in the birth 110 

A power etliereal, only not ador'd. 

Ah ! how unjuft to nature and himfelf. 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiftent man 1 
Like children babbling nonfenfe in their fports, 
We cenfure nature for a fpan too Ihort ; 115 

That fpan too flioit, we tax as tedious too j 
Torture invention, all expedients tire. 
To lafh the lingering moments into fpeed, 
And whirl us (happy riddance!) from ourfelves. 
Arty h\\\\n\i:h Art ! our furious charioteer 120 

(For Nature s voice unllified would recall) 
Drives headlong towards the precipice of death j 
Death, moit our dread ; death tkus more dreadful made : 
O what a riddle of abiurdity ! 

Lcifure i? pain j tak' s off our chariot wheels 5 ^125 
How heavily v/e drag the load of life ! 
Lieit leiiure is our curfe^ like that of Cain, 
Ir ma!:cs us wander j wander earth around 
To u'j that tyrant, thou^^ht. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 1 30 
We cry for m-jrcy 'lo the next ainul'jment j 
The nc^t aniUicmcnt mortgages our {i^^A^ ; 
i'.ii.'.Kt inconvenience ! prifons hardly frown. 
From huteful Time if priibns fct us free. 
Vet when Death kindly tenders us relief, ^^S 

C4 "^"^^ 



14 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

We call him cruel ; years to moments fliritilr^ 
Ages to yeaii. The telefcope is tiim*d. 
To man's faife optics (from his folly falfe) 
77//tf , in advance^ behind him hides his wings. 
And feems to creep, decrepit with his age ^ j^ 

Behold him, when paft by j what then is feea. 
But his broad pinions fwifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ftrong;. 
Rueful, aghaft! cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes thefe errors, and thefe ills j 145 
To nature juft, their Caufe and Cure explore. 
Not fliort heaven's bounty, boundlefs our expencc j 
No niggard, nature j men are prodigals. 
We iva/ffy not u/e our time j we breathe, not live. 
Time oi/^^'^is exiftence, «jVis life> 1^0 

And har€ ex\ftencey man, to linje ordain'd. 
Wrings, and opprefles with enormous weight. 
And why ? fince Time was given for ufe, not wafte, 
Injoin'd to fly ; with tempeft, tide, and ftars. 
To Iceep his fpeed, nor ever wait for man 5 ijj 

Timers ufe was doomM a pleafure : wafte, a pain $ 
That man mi^t feel his error, if unfeen : 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure j 
Not, blundering, fplit on idlenefs for eafe« 
life's cares are comforts \ fuch by heaven defign*d ; i^% 
He that has none, muft make them, or be wretchecL 
Cares are employments, and without employ 
The foul is on a rack j the rack of refl^ 
To fouls moft adverfei a6lion all their joy. 

Hei« 
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Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds j 165 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fooL 
We rave, we wreftle, with Great Nature's Plan } 
We thwart the Deity j and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart his will, fhall contradift their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourfelves j 17© 

Our thoughts at enmity; our bofom-broil; 
We pufli Time from us, and we wifh him back ; 
Lavilh of luftrums, and yet fond of life ; 
Life we think long, and (hort; Death feek, and fhun ; 
Body and foul, like peevifh man and wife, 175 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here. 
How taftelefs ! and how terrible, when gone ! 
Gone! they ne'er go; when paft, they haunt us ftill j 
The fpirit walks of every day deceasMj x8o 

And fmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, nor life delight us. If time pafl^ 
And time pofeft, both pain us, what can pleafe ? 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordained. 
Time «iV. Tire man who confecrates his hours 185 
By vigorous effort, and an honeft aim. 
At once he draws the fting of life and death ; 
He lAjalks ivith Nature ; and her paths are peace* 

Our error's caufe and curcL are feen : See next 
Time's Nature^ Origin, Importance, Speed; 190 

And thy great Gain from urging his career.— 
All-fenfual man, becaufe untouched, unfeen. 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elfe 
Is truly man's } *tis fortune's— Time *s ^ ^q4. 
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Haft thou ne'er heard of Timers omnipotence ? i 

For, or againfl, what wonders he can do I 

And iviU: To ftand blank neuter he difdains. 

Not on tbofe terms W3.s Time (heaven's llranger !) fer 

On his important embafly to man. 

Lorenzo ! no : On the long-deftin'd hour, 2. 

From everlafting ages growing ripe, 

That memorable hour of wondrous birth, 

When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent, 

And big with nature, rifmg in his might, 

Caird forth creation (for then Tb/ie was born), 2 

By Godhead ftrtraming through a thoiifand worlds ; 

Not on tio/e terms, from the great days of heaven. 

From old eternity's myfterious orb. 

Was Time cut off, and call beneath the ikies j 

The fkies, which watch him in his new abode, 2 

Meafuring his motions by revolving fpheres ; 

That horologe machinery divine. 

Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, pla 

Like numerous wings around him, as he flies : 

Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they fhape 2 

H?s ample pinions, fwift as darted ilame. 

To gain his goal, to reach his antient reft, 

And join anew Eternity his flrej 

In his immutability to neft. 

When worlds, that count his circles ncnv, unhing'd 2: 

(Fate the loud fignal founding) headlong mlh 

To thnelcfs night and chaos, whence they rofe. 

Why fpur the fpeedy ? Why with levities 
New wing thy ihort, flio.t day's ico rapid flight? 
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Knovv'ft thou, or what thou doft, or what is done? 225 

Man flies from 7r>//<?, and Time from man j too foon 

In fad divorce this double flight muft end : 

And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then 

Thy fports ? thy pomps ? — I grant thee, in a ftate 

Not unambitious 5 in ih^rurjled fhroud, 230 

Thy Parian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 

Has Death his fopperies ? Then well may Life 

Put on her plume, and in her rainbow fhine. 

Ye nvell-Oi'r/yj^d ! ye lines of our land ! 

Ye \\i\t% male ! who neither toil, nor fpin, 235 

(As liiler WWt^night) if not fo wife 

As Solcmor., more fumptucus to the fight! 

Ye delicate I who nothing can fupport, 

Yourfelves mcfft infupportable ! for whom 

The winter rofe muft blow, the fun p\it on 24a 

A brighter beam in Leo ; lilky-foft 

Favonius breathe ftill fofter, or be chid 5 

And other v/orlds lend odours, fauce, and fong. 

And robes, and notions, framed in foreign looms ! 

O ye Lorenzos of our age ! who deem 245 

One moment unamus'd, a mifery 

Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud 

For ctteiy' bawble drivelM o'er by fenfe 5 

For rattles, and conceits of every caft. 

For change of follies, and relays of joy, 250 

To drag your patient through the tedious length 

Of a fliort winter's day — fay, fageS ! fay. 

Wit's oracles 1 fay, dreamers of gay dreams I 
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How will you weather an eternal nigbt. 
Where luch expedients fail ?* a 

O treacherous Confcience I while ilie feems to flecj 
On rofe and myrtle^ lullM with fyren forig ; 
While flie feems, nodding o'er her chai'ge, to drop 
Qn headlong Appetite the flackenM rein. 
And give us up to licence^ unrecalld, 9 

Unmarked j — fee, from behind her iecret ftand. 
The fly informer minutes every fault, 
And her dread diary with horror fills. 
Not the grofs AS alone employs her pen j 
She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, ^ 2 

A watchful foe ! the formidable fpy, 
Liftening, overhears the whifpers of our camp : 
Our dawning purpofcs of heart explores. 
And fteals our erabiyos of iniquity. 
As all-rapacious ufurers conceal x 

Their doomfday-book from all-confuming heirs \ 
Thus, with indulgence moft fevere, llie treats 
Us fpendthrifts of ineflimable Time j 
Unnoted, notes each moment mifapply'dj 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brafs a 

Writes our whole hiftory 5 which Death fliall read 
In every pale delinquent's private ear j 
And Judgement publifh 5 publifli to more worlds 
Than this \ and endlefs age in groans refounA 
Lorenzo, fuch that Sleeper in thy brcaft ! ' x\ 

II Such is her flumber; and her vengeance yi<fi& 

For flighted counfel ; fuch thy future peace ! 
And think^fl thou ftill thou canll be wife toofoott T 

Bi 
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Biif why on Time fo lavifti is my fong? 
Oti Aia. great theme kind Nature keeps a fchool, 285 
To teach her fons herfelf. Each night we die. 
Each mom are born anew : Each day, a life ! 
And fliall we kill each day? If Trifling kills j 
Sure Fice muft butcher. O what heaps of flain 
Cry out for vengeance on tis ! Time deftroy'd 290 

Is Suicidey where more than Blood is fpilt. 
Time flies, death urges, knells call, heaven invites. 
Hell threatens i All exerts ; in effort, all j 
More than creation labours ! — labours more ? 
And is there in creation what, amidft 195 

This tumult univerfal, wing'd difpatch, 
And ardent energy, fupinely yawns ?— 
Man fleeps 5 and Man alone ; and Man, whofe fate, 
Fate irreverfible, intire, extreme, 
Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze-lhaken, o'er the gulph 300 
A moment trembles 5 drops 1 and Man^ for whom 
All elfe is in alarm! Man, the fole caufe 
Of this furrounding ftorm ! and yet he fleeps, 
As the ftonn rock'd to refl:.— Throw Tears away ? 
Throw Empires, and be blamelefs. Moments feize j 305; 
Heaven 's bn their wing : A moment we may wifli. 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ftand ftilf ^ 
Bid hira drive back his car, and reimport 
The period paft, re-give the given hour. 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want; • uo 

Lorenzo — O for yefterdays to come ! ' ;» 

Such is the language of the nd^n aivaJte } 
His ardour fuch, for what ofprejfes thee. 
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And is his ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No ; ^ 

That more than miracle the gods indulge j » 3 

To-day is Yefierday returned ; returned 

Full power'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn. 

And re inflate us on the Rock of peace. 

Let it not (hare its predecefTor's fate ; 

Nor, like its elder fitters, die a fool. 3: 

Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off 

Fuliginous, and ftain us deeper ftill ? 

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 

More wretched for the clemencies of heaven ? 

Where (hall I find Him? Angels I tell nie where. 3- 
You kmiv him : He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall I fee glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footfteps by the rifmg flowers ? 
Your golden wings, no^w hovering o'er him, flied 
Proteiclion ; now, are waving in applaufe 3 

To that bleft fon of forefight ! lord of fate I 
That awful independent on To-tnorrotv I 
Whofe ivork is dene j who triumphs in the Paji^ 
Whofe Yejlerdays look backwards with a fmile j 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly; 3 
That common, but opprobrious lot ! pall hours. 
If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If folly bounds our profpe6l by the grave. 
All feeling of futurity benunib'd ; 
AJI f od-like pa^on for eternals quencht 5 3, 

■ All relifli of realities expired ; 
Renounced all correfjfcndence with the Ikies ; 
Our freedom cbun'd i quite winglefs our dcfirc ; 
• 4 3 
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In fenfe dai-k-prifon'd all that ought to foar ; 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the duft ; 345 

Difmounted every great and glorious aim j 
Embruted every faculty divine ; 

Heart-bury'd in the rubbifli of the world. Ijf 

The world, that gulph of fouls; immortal fouls. 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 3i*» 

To reach the diftant fkies, and triumph tliere ^' 

On thrones, which Ihall not mourn their mafters chang'4$ 
Though we from Earth j Ethereal, they that fell. 
Such veneration due, O man, to man. 
Who venerate themfelves, the world defpifer ^. 355 
For what, gay friend ! is this ejcutchccrCd world. 
Which hangs out Deatli in one eternal night j 
i A night, tliat gjooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the fiiroud ? 
Life's little ftage is a fmall eminence, 360 

Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude : We gaze around j 
We rvad their monuments ; we figh j and while 
We figh, we fink j and are what we deplor'd j 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! ^5 

Is death at diftance ? No : Ke has been on tlfee. 
And given fure earneft of his final blow. 
Thofe hours that lately fmilM, where are they naw ? . * < 
Pallid to thought, and ghaftly ! drown'd, alUdfovliiM 
In that great deep, which nothing difennbogues ! 376 
And, dying, they bequeathed thee fmall renown. \ 

The reft are on the wing : How fleet their flight ! 
Already has the fital tiain took 
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A moment, and the world 's blown up to thee ; 

The fun is darknefs, and the ftars are duft. 375 

'Tis greatly wife to talk with our paft hours; 
And alk them> what report they bore to heaven j 
And how they might have borne more welcome news. 
Their anfwers form what men Experience call j 
Jf Wifdotn's friend, her beft 5 if not, worft foe. 380 
f Q reconcile them ! Kind Experience cries, 

" There *s nothing here, but what as nothing weighs j 
" The more our joy, the more we know it vain j 
** And^by fuccefs are tutor'd to defpair." 
Nor is if only thus, but mufl be fo. 385 

Who knows not this, though grey, is ftill a child. 
Loofe then from earth the grafp of fond defire. 
Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 
Art thou fo moor'd thou canft not dffengage. 
Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future fcenes ? 390 

Since, by Lifers pafiing breath, blown up from earth. 
Light, as the fummer's duft, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall again ; 
Join the dull mafs, increafe the trodden foil, 
Aod^ep, till earth herfeif fhall be no more; 395 

^ Since then (as emmets, their imall world overthrown) 

We, fore amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl, 
^ And rift to fate extreme of foul or fair. 

As man s'^own choice (controuler of the Ikies f ) 
As man's d^^jp^c will, perhaps o;?^ hour, ^o# 

) (O how omnipotent is time !) decrees ; 

Should not each ^warning give a ftrong alarm ? 
Warning, far Jcfs t^ that of bofom torn 

^ 1^ ^ * fvook 
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From bofora, bleeding o'er the iacred dead I 
Should not each diai ftrike us as we pafs» 405 

Portentous, as the tvrkten <tvaMy which ftruck. 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Affyrian pale, 
Ere-while high-flu(ht with infolence and wine ? 
Like tbai, the dial fpeak« ; and points to Aee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy banquet up : 410 

.** O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee; 
** And, while it lafts, is emptier than my (hade.'* 
Its filent language fucb : nor need'fl: thou call 
Thy Magi, to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walls : 41 5 
Doft alk, Ho^F Whence? Bel/haziar-like, ama^*d ? 
Man's make inclofes the fiire feeds of death j 
Life feeds the nxurderer : Ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurfe devours. 

But here, Lorenso, the delufion lies ; 4»(i 

T\i2X. folar ft)ad9^Wf as it meafures life. 
It life refembles too : life fpeeds away ' 
From point to point, though feeming to ftand ilill. 
The cunning fugitive is fwift by ftealth : 
Too fubtle is the movement to be feen ; 4.2^ 

Yet foon man's hour is up, and we ai'e goxie. 
Warnings point out our danger ^ Gnomons, time : 
As thefe are ufelefs when the fun is fet : 
So thofey but when more glorious ReafoH ihines. 
Reafon fhould judge in aH ; in reafon's eye, 43* 

That fedentary fhadow travels hard. 
But fucl^our gravitation to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whifper what we wifb> 

Voi. IL P "'^\^ 
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Tis later with the wife than he's aware: 
A Wilmington goes flower than the fun : 
And ail -mankind naiflake their time of day ; 
Ev'n age itfelf. Frefti hopes are hourly fowa 
In furrow'd brows. To gentle life's defcent 
We (hut our eyes, and think it is a plain, 
Wq take fair days in winter, for the fprinjg 5 
And turn our bleflings into bane. Since oft 
Man muft compute that age he cannot feei, 
He fcarce believes he 's older for his years. 
Thus, at life's lateft eve, we keep in ftore 
One difappointment fure, to crown the reft j 
The difappointment of a promis'd hour. 

On This, or (Imilar, Philander ! thou 
Whofe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue ; 
And ftrong, 'to wield all fcience, worth the name j 
How often we talk'd down the fummer's fun. 
And cool'd our pafHons by the breezy ftream ! 
How often thaw'd and fliorten'd winter's eve. 
By conflict kind, that ftruck out latent truth, 
Beft found, fo fought ; to the Reclufe more coy ! 
Thoughts difentangle pafling o'er the lip ; 
Clean run« the thread j if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie up nonfenfe for a fong ; 
Song; fafhionably fruitlefs ; fuch as ftains 
The Fancy, and unhallow'd Paffion fires 5 
Chiming her faints to Cythcrea's fane. 

Know'ft thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains i 
As bees mixt NeSar draw from fragrant flowers^ 
So men from Friendflup, Wijdom and Ddigbt ; 
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Twins ty'd by nature, if they part, they die. 
Haft thou no friend to fet thy mind abroach f 465 

GfiQd Senfe will ftagnate. Tlioughts (hut np want air. 
And fpoil> like bales unppenM to the fun. 
Had thought been all^ fweet fpeech had been deny'd ; 
Speech, thought's canal I fpeech, thought's criterion too 1 
Thought in the mine, /nay come forth gold, or drofs ; 4.70 
"When coin'd in word, we know its reed worth. 
If fterling, ftore it for thy future ufe ; 
'Twill buy thee benefit 5 perhaps, renown. 
Thought, too, deliverM, is the more pofleft 5 
Teaching, we learn ; and, giving, we retain 475 

Tlie births of intelleft ; when dumb, forgot* 
Speech ventilates our intelle6lual fire 5 
Speech burnlfhes our mental magazine ; 
Brightens, for ojrnament^ and whets, for ufe. 
What numbers, iheathM in erudition, lie, 4S0 

Piung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes. 
And rufted in ; who might have borne an edge. 
And playM a fprightly beam, if born to ^ech 5 
If bom bleftiheirs of half their mother's tongue ! 
'Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate 
pufh . 4g; 

Of waves conflicting, breaks the learned fcum. 
And defecates the ftudent's ftanding pool. 
In Contemplation is his proud refource ? 
'Tis poor, as proud, by Con<verfe unfuftain'd. 
Kude thought runs wild in Contemplates field 5 490 
Cori'verfey the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due refti*aiat 5 and emulation" : fpur 

D % ^vH^^ 
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Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd, 

'Tis converfe qualifies foi^ folitudej 

As ^xercife, for falutary reft. ^^ 

By that untutor'd, ContempUttion raves j 

And feature's fool, by Wifddtn is undone. 

Wifikntj though richer than Peruviata mines. 
And fweeter than the fweet ambrofial hive. 
What is ihe, but the means of Hafpinefs f ^od 

nat unobtainM, than folly more a fool j 
A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Friendjbtpf the means of wifdom, richly gives 
The precious end, which makes our wifdom wife. 
Nature, in zeal for human amity, ^05 

Denies, or damps, an undi'vided joy. 
Joy is an import ; joy is an exchange j 
Joy flies monopolifts : it calls for TtJOd j 
Rich fniit ! heaven-planted ! never pluckt by Ofte* 
Needful anxiliars are our friends^ to give ^j© 

To foetal man true relifh of himfelf. 
Full on ourfelves, defcending in a line, 
Pleafure's bright beam is feeble in delight : 
Pelight inteiife is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pleafures fire the breaft. rje 

Celeftial Happinefsy whene'er fhe ftoopS 
To vifit earth, one fhrine the goddefs finds^ 
And one alone, to make her fweet amends 
For abfent heaven— the bofom of a friend $ 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft, ^^o 

Each other's pillow to repofe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit \ in PaffiotCz flame 

S Hearts 
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Hearts melt, but melt lik.e ice, foon hardei* froze. 

True love ftrikes root in Reafon-^ pailion^s foe ; 

Virtue alone entenders UjS for life : 525 

I wrong her much — entenders us for ever : 

Of Friend/hip's fau'eft fniits, the fruit raoft fair 

Is Virtue jcindling at a rival fire, 

And, emuloufi^y rapid in her race. 

.0 the foft enmity I endearing ftrife ! 53© 

This carries friendihip to her noon-tide point. 

And gives the rivet of eteroity. 

From Frienjfjbipy which outlives my fonnw theme$. 
Glorious furvivqr of old Tipte and D.eath ! 
From Fricndlh^, thusj .that flower of heavejnly feed 5535 
The wife extraft earth's moft Jlyblean blifs, 
Superior wifdom, crownM with fmiling joy. 

But for whom bio (Toms this Elyfian/o^icw.^ 
Abroad They £nd, who cherifh it at Home. 
JLorenzo 1 pardon what my love extorts, 540 

An hone ft love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of follies iaften on the Great, 
None clings more obftinate than fancy fond 
That facred friendfliip is their eafy prey 5 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, ^ 545 

Or fafcinatipn of a high-bprn fmile. 
Their frailes, the Great, and theCoguet, throw out 
J'or Others hearts, tenacious of their Own j 
And we no lefs of ours, when fuch the bait. 
Ye fortune's cofferers ! Ye powers of wealth ! 550 
Can gold gain friend/hip ? Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might be^^V, 
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Love, and Love only, is the loan for love* 
Lorenzo ! prrde reprcfs j nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in Xhee. 555 
All like the purchafe 5 few the price will pay | 
And this makes friends fuch miracles below. 
What if (fince daring on fo nice a theme) 
I (hew thee friend/hip Delicate, as Dear, 
Of tender violations apt to die ? ^£^ 

Refer*ve will wound it 5 and Diflruft^ deftroy. 
Deliberate in all things with thy friend. 
But fmce friends grow not thick on every bough, 
\ Nor every friend unrotten at the core ; 
i Firft, on thy friend, deliberate with Thyfelf j 5^5 

• Paufe, ponder, fift 5 not Eager in the choice, 
; Nor Jealous of the chofen 5 Fixing, Fix ; 
Judge before friendfhip, then confide till death. 
Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for Thee j 
How gallant danger for tarth's higheft prize \ r-ro 

A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
** Poor is the friendlefs mafter of a world : 
•* A world in purchafe for a friend is gain.'* 

So fung He (angels hear that angel fing ! 
Angels from friendfhip gather half their joy) rj^ 

So fung Philander, as his friend went round 
In the rich icbcry in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow folute, and ever-laughing eye. 
He drank long health, and virtue, to his friend'; 5 go 
His friend, who wsrm'd him more, who more infpir'd. 
FrUndJbip 's the wine of life 5 but friendfliip wou 
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(Not fuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth> 
And elevating fpirit, of a friend, 585 
For twenty fummers ripening by my fide ; 

All feculence of falfehood long thrown down 5 

All focial virtues rifing in Jiis foul 5 

As cryftal clear j and fmiling as they rife ! 

Here Nedlar flows ; it fparkles in our fight ; 590 

Rich to the tafte, and genuine from the heart 

High-flavourM blifs for gods 1 on earth how rare \ 

On earth how lofl /—Philander is no more. 

Think'il thou the theme intoxicates my fong ? 
• Am I too warm ?— Too warm I cannot be. 595 

1 lov'd him much ; but now I love him mor^. 
Like birds, whofe beauties languifh, half-conceaPd, 
Till, mounted on the wing, their glofly plumes 
Expanded ihine with azure, green, and gold 3 

How bleffings brighten as they take their flight \ • <oo 

His flight Philander took ; his upward flight, 

If ever foul afcended. Had he dropt, 

(That eagle genius !) O had he let fall > 

One feather as he flewj. I, then, had wrote. 

What friends might flatter 5 prudent foes forbear j 605 

Rivals fcarce damn 5 and Zoilus reprieve. • 

Yet what I can, I muft : it were profane 

To quench a gloiy lighted at the Ikies, 

And caft in fliadows his illvfirious clofe. 

Strange I the theme raoft affedling, raoft fublime, 610 

Momentous raoft to man, fliould fleep unfung ! 

And yet it fl^eps, by genius una^-3j(L'<i> .v * 
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Painim or Chnftian 5 to the blnfh of wit. 
Man*t higheft triumph ! man^s profoundeft faU I 
The Death-bed of the jaft ! is yet undrawn 415 

3y mortal hand $ it merits a Divine : 
Angels ihonid paint it, angels ever There % 
There, on a poft of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I prefume, then ? but Philander Indij 
And glory tempts, and intlinatioD calllibp^^-' ^lo 

Yet am I ftmck \ as ftnick the foul, beno^ 
Aerial Groves impenetraitabk gloom ; 
Or^ in fome mighty Ruin's folenm (hade ; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on b^b-bom Duft^ 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatterM kingrs • 615 
Or, at the midnight Altar's hdlow'd flame. 
If it religion to proceed ? I pauie— 
And enter, aw'd, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death-bed ? No : it is his (hrine : 
Bcliold him, there, juft rifing to a gqd. 630 

The chamber where die good man meets his fste. 
If privileged beyond the <;ommon walk 
Of virtuetts life, quite in the verge of heaven • 
Fly, ye profane ! If not, draw near with awe, 
Keceive the blefTrng, and adore die chance, 4)5 

That threw in this Betheida your difeafe s 
If unreftor'd by This, defpair your cure. 
For, Here, reiiftlefs demembration dwells j 
A death-bed 's a deteClor of the heart. 
Here tir'd diffimulation drops her mafque, C^ 

Through lifers grimace, that miftrefs of the fcene ! 
Here Eeal, and Apparent, ar« the Same, 
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You fee die Man i you fee his hold on heaven $ 
If found his virtue 5 as Philander's, found. 
Heaven'waits not the laft moment ; owns her friends 645 
On this fide death ; and points them out to men, 
A lefture, filent, -but of fovereign power I 
To vice, confufion ; and to virtue, peace. 

Whatever farce the boaftful hero plays, f 
Virtue alone has rnajefty in death ; 650 

And greater flill, the moie the tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! he feverely frown'd on thee. 
** No warning given ! Unceremonious fate I 
** A fudden rufli from life's meridian Joy I 
" A wrench from all we lo've ! from all we are ! 655 
** A reftlefs bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 
** Beyond conjefture ! feeble N^ure's dread ! 
** Strong Reafon's fhudder at tlie daik imknown ! 
** A fun extinguiflit ! a juft-opening grave 1 
" And Oh ! the laft, laft, what ? (can wordsexprefs ? 66a 
** Thought reach it ?) the laft — Silence of a friend T* 
Where ai*e thofe horrors, that amazement, where, 
This hideous group of ills, v/\x\c\i fwglj ftiock, 
Demand from man ?— I thought him man till no^w, 664 

Through nature's wreck, through vanquiftit agonies, 
(Like the ftars ftruggling through this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ! what more than human peace I 
Where, the frail mortal ? the poor abjeft worm ? 
No, not in death, the Mortal to be found. 
His conduft is a legacy for All. 670 

Richer than Mammon's for his fmgle heir. 
His comforters he comforts J Great "mnlm^ 
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I With unrelu6lant grandeur, gi'ves, not yields 
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His foul fublimc j and clofes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the fcene I 675 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fixt to man ? 
His God fuftains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour brings glory to his God ! 
Man's glory heaven vouchfafes to call her own. 
Wie gaze, we weep ; mixt tears of grief and joy I 680 
Amazement ftrikes ! devotion burfts to flame I 
Cbrifiians Adore ! and Infidels Believe. 

As fome tall tower, or lofty mountain's brow. 
Detains the fun, Illuftrious from its height ; 
While rifing vapours, and defcending (hades, 68*5 

With damps, and darknefs, drown the fpacious vale j 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by defpair. 
Philander, thus, auguftly rears his head, 
At that black hour, which general horror flieds 
■' On the low level of th' inglorious throng : 690 

Sweet Peace, and heavenly Hope, and humble y^y. 

Divinely beam on his exalted foul ; 

Deftru£lion gild, and crown him for the Ikies, 
■ With incommunicable luftre, bright. 
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, NIGHT THE THIRD. 
N A R C I S S A. 

T O 
HER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF PORTLAND. 

** Ignofcenda quidem^ fcirent fi ignofcere manes/* 

ViRG. 

'TTROM Dreamsy where thought in fancy's maze 

■*- runs mad, 

To Reafotty that heaven-lighted lamp in man. 

Once more I wake; and at the deftin'd hour, 

Pun£lual as lovers to the moment fwom, 

I keep my aflignation with my woe. 5 

O ! loft to virtue, loft to manly thought. 

Loft to the noble fallies of the foul I 

Who think it folitude, to be Alone. 

Communion fweet ! communion large and high ! 
' Our Reafon, Guardian Angel, and our God! 10 

Then neareft Thefe, when Others moft remote; 

And All, ere long, ftiall be remote, but Thefe. 

How dreadful, ^hen, to meet them all alone, 

A ftranger ! uhacknowledgM I unapproved ! 

Ab*M; woo thehi ; wed them 5 bind them to thYbIt.^&\ -!«> 

To win thy wi/h, creation has no irvovc. 
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Or if we wifh z fourth, it is a Friend — 

But friends, how mortal, dangerous the dedre ! 

Take Phoebus to yourfelves, ye baiking bards ! 
Incbiiate at fair fortune's fountain-fcead ; s» 

And reeling through the wildcrnefs of joy 5 
Where Senfe runs favage, broke from ReafttCs chaia» 
And fings falfe peace, till fmotherM by Uiepall. 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike my fongj 
Unlike the deity my fong invokes. jj 

I to Dafs foft-ey'd fifter pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival I) and her aid implonej 
Now firft implor'd in fuccour to the Mufe, 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia's form, 
And modeftly forego thine Own ! O Thoir, 30 

Who didft thyfclf, at midnight hours, inipirje ! 
Say, why not Cynthia patronefs of fong ? 
As thou her crcfccnt, ihe thy charaftcr 
Aflumes j ftill more a goddefs by the chan<ge. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare dispute 35 
This revolution in the world wfpir''d ? 
Ye train Pierian ! to the Lunar fpherc. 
In filent hour, addrefs your ardent call 
For aid immortal ; lefs her brother's right, - 
£he, with the fpheres harmonious, nightly leads 41 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchlefs ib'^in^ 
A ftrain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Tranfmit it heard, thou filver queen of heaven I 
What title, or what name, endears thee moft ? 
Cynthia ! Cyllent ! Phoebe !•— or doft hear 45 

With 
* At the duke of Koy£oW^ m;i^c^\fiv^'\^. 
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With higher guft, fair Portland of the (kxcs ! 

Is that the faft fttchSnt^nent calls thee down. 

More* powerful than of o!d Circean charm ? 

Come J but from hearenly banquets with thee bring 

The foul of long, and whifper in my ear 50 

The theft divifie j or in propitious dreams 

(For dreams are Thine) transfufe it through the breaft 

Of thy firft votary— But not thy laft j 

If, like thy Namefake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be j kind on fuch a theme j 55 
A theme fd like thee, a quite lunar theme. 
Soft, modeil, melancholy, female, fair! 
A theme that rofe all pale, and told my foul, 
*Twa8 Night 'y on her fond hopes perpetual night j 
A night which ftruck a damp, a deadlier damp, 69 
Than that which fmote me from Philander's tomb. 
NarcifTa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 
Woes clilfter ; rare Rrefolitary woes ; 
They lore a train, they tread each other's heel ; 
Mir death invades his mournful right, and claims 6$ 
The grief that ftarted from my lid« for Him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated tear, 
Or ihares it, ere it falls. So frequent death, 
Sorrow he more than caufes, he confounds i 
For human fighs his rival ftrokes contend, 70 

And itiake diib-efs, dkbaflion. Oh Philander! 
What was thy fate ? A double fate to me ; 
Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a blow ! 
Like the black raven hovering o'er my peace, 
Not lefs a bird of omen, than of prey. 75 
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It callM Narcifia long before her hoar j 

It caird her tender foul, by break of bli(s. 

From the firft bloITom, from the buds of joy % 

Thoie few our noxious fate unblafted leaves 

In this inclement clime of human life. j 

Sweet harmonift ! and Beautifiil as fweet 1 
And Young as beautiful ! and Soft as young! 
And Gay as foft ! and Innocent as gay 1 
And Happy (if aught Happy bere) as good I 
For fortune fond had built her neft on high. 
Like birds quite exquifite of note and plumey 
Transfixt hy fate (who loves a lofty mark). 
How from the fummit of the grove (he fell. 
And left it inharmonious ! All its charms 
Extinguifht in the wonders of her fong ! 
Her fong ftUl vibrates in my ravifht ear, 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her I) thrilling through my heart! 

Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy ! this group 
Of bright ideas, flowers of paradife, ^| 

As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind, 
Kneel, and preient it to the fkies j as All 
We guefs of heaven : and thefe were all her own. 
And fhe was mine 5 and I was — ivaj /— moft bleA— 
Gay title of the deepeft mifery ! iM 

As bodies grow more ponderous^^ robbM of life; 
Good lofl weighs more in grief, than gainM in joy. 
Like bloffom'd trees o'erturn'd by vernal floim. 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin layi 
Ajid if in death ilill lovely, lovelier There i 105 

Far 
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Far lovelier ! pity fwells the tide of love. 

And will not the fevere excufe a figh? 

Scorn the proud man that is afham'd to weeps 

Our tears indulgd indeed deferve our ihame. 

Ye that e'er loft an angel ! pity me. txo 

' Soon-as the luftie languiiht in her eye, 

Dawning a dimmer day on humanf fight ; 

And on her cheek, the refidence of ipring. 

Pale omen fat ; and fcatter'd fears around 

On all that faw (and who would ceafe to gaze, 115 

That once had feen ?) with hafte, parental hafte, 

I flew, I fnatch'd her from the rigid north. 

Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 

And bore her nearer to the fun j the fun 

(As if the fun could envy) checkt his beam, 120 

Deny'd his wonted fuccourj nor with more 

JRegret beheld her drooping, than the bells 

Of lilies ; faireft lilies, not fo fair ! 

Qu^en lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives; 125 
In morn and evening dew, your beauties bathe. 
And drink the fun j which gives your cheeks to glow. 
And out-blufli (mine excepted) every fair; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often cropt your odours, incenfe meet 1 3« 

To thought fo pure I Ye lovely fugitives ! 
X^oeval race with man ! for man you fmile ; 
Why not fmile at him too ? You Ihare indeed 
His fudden pafs 5 but not his conftamt pain. 
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So man is made, nought miniftera delight^ 135 

By what his glowing paflions can engige j 
And glowing palCons, b6nt on augbt below, 
Muft, foon or late, with anguiih turn the fcale; 
And anguifh, after raptiire, how fcvere I - 
Kapture ? Bold man ! who tempt'ft the wrath diTiney 140 
By plucking fruit denied to mortal tafte, ] 

While berey prefuming on the rights of hesFen* 
For tranfport doft thou call on crcry hour^ 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend's expence, be wife ; 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the heart j 14$ 
A broken reed, at beft ; but, oft, a fpear ; 
On its (harp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 

Turn, hopelcfs thought ! turn from her :«— Thoi^ 
repeird 
Refenting rallies, and wakes ev«ry woe. 
i)natch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour ! I5t 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, fmird I 
And when high fiavourM thy frefh opening joys ! 
And when blind man pronounced thy blifs complete 1 
And on a foreign fhore ; where ftrangers wept ! 
Strangers to Thee; and, more furprifmg ftill, ijj } 

•Strangers to Kindnefs, wept : their eyes let fall , 

Inhuman tears ; ftrange tears ! that trickled down 
From marble hearts ! obdurate tendemefs.i 
A tendernefs that call'd them more fevere; 
In fpite of nature^s foft perfualion, fteel^d ; 160 

While nature melted, fuperftition rav'd ; 
^hat inournM the deadj aad this denied « grave. 

Their 
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Their fighs incens'd^ Cghs foreign to the will 1 
Their will the tiger fufJc'id^.outragM the ftgrni. 
For, oh,!; the curiifc ungodlincfs of zeal \ -' i6| 

V7\i\\tfinfulflejb mlenXsA^ J^irit iwirft 
In blind ivfaU'ibilitf s embrace, 
l^\it fainted fpirit petrify 'd the breaftj 
Deny'd the charity of duft, to fpread 
p>r duft ! a charity thqir dogs enjoy^ 170 

"What could I do ? What fuccour ? What refonrce ? 
With pious facrilege, a grave I ftok 5 
With impious piety^ that grave I wrong'd^ 

Short in my dutyj coward in my grief ! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I cre^t, 17s 

With foft-fufpended ftep, and nuiffled deep 

In midnight darknefs, 'wbijper^ J my laft (igli. 

I avbi/per^d what ihould echo through their realms ; 

Nor writ'hcr name, whofe tomb Ihould pierce the Ikies, 

Prefumptuous fear ! How durft I dread her foes, 180 

While nature's loudeft dilates I obeyM ? 

Pardon neceflity, bleft fhadel Of grief 

And indignation rival burfts I pour'd ; 

Half execration mingled with my prayer j 

Kindled at man, while I his God adorM ; 185 

Core grudg'd the favage land her facrcd duft j 

Stampt the curft foil 5 and with humanity 

(Denied Narciffa) wifti'd them all a grave. 
Glows my refcntment into guilt ? What guilt 

Can equal violations of the dead ? 190 

*rhc dead how facrcd ! Sacred is the duft 
^Of this heaven-labour'd foira, ere£l, divine! 
. Vol. II. • E '^^'^^ 
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This heaven-afTumM majeftic.robe of earth. 
He deigK*d to wear, who hung the vaft .expanfe 
With azure hright, and cloath^dthe fiiDrii^goLd. 
When every paflion deeps that can oficnd | 
When ftrikes u« e^eiy motive that can melt j 
When msn can^wreak his.rancour, jarr(uirf»ip|*</y 
That i^rongeft cufb on infult and ill-will ) 
Then, (pleen to duft f the duft of innocence ^ 
An angel's duft >— This Xucifer tranfcenclt } 
'When he contended for the palsriarchV bonvsy 
•Twa& not the ftrife of malice, but of pnde,^ 
The ftrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff galL 
For lefs than This is ftiocking in a race 
Moft nvretcbedf but from ftreams of mutual love % 
And uncreaUdy but for love divine j 
And, but for love divine, thi«. moment, lofi^ 
By. fate relbrb'd, and funk in endlefs night. 
M*:n hard of heart to man ! Of horrid things 
-.Moil horrid ! 'Mid ftupendous, highly ftrange I 
V ct wft his courteiics are fmoother wrongs j 
Pride braudifhes the favours He confers. 
And contumelious his humanity : 
What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, yeilars ! 
And thou, pale moon ! turn, paler at the found j 
Man is to man the foreft, fureft ill. 
A previous blaft foretels the riflng flora $ 
Overwhelming turrets thi-eaten tre they fall $ 
Voicanos bellow ere they difembogue ; « 

Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour j 
And imoke betiays the wide-cooAmiing 6re : 

R 



iliuQ from mzn is inoft.coRcea;i'4 w^ec^ jAear, 

And leads t\ie dreadful tidings in the blow. 

h this the flight qf fancf f Would it were I «s| 

Heaven's Sovereign faves all beings, \$^t htmfelf. 

That hideous Hght, a jskzi^^^ human heart. 

FirMJLs the Mufe ? And 1^ the Mufe \» fir*d :. 
Who not inflamed, when what he i*peak8, he feds^ 
And iirthe nerve moft tender, in his friends I 239 
Shame to mankind! Philander had his foes : 
He felt the truths litng, and! in. Him v 
But He, nor I)>€eel moi^e : pa^ ills, NarciiTa ! 
Are funk in Tlxee> "diou recent wound pf heart ! 
Which^ bleedS'with other cares, with other pangs $ 235 
: Pangs numerous, as the numerous ills that fwarmM 
O'er thy diftinguiih'd fate, and, cluftering There 
. Thick as the iocufts on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and. more dark the gsave. 
Kitie6l (if not forgot my touching tale) 240 

How was each circumftance with afpics armM ? 
. An afpic, Each I and All, an Hydra woe : 
What ftrong Hereulean virtue could fuffice ? ■■ ■■■ 
Or is it virtue to be conquered Here ? 
This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews 1 24.5 

And each tear mourns its own tUftin^ di^efs ; 
And each di&refs, diftinftly raoumM, demands 
Of grief, ftill more, as heighten 'd by the whole^ 
A grief like this proprietors excludes : 
Not friends alone fuch obfecjuies deplore; 250 

They make Mankind the mourner; carry fighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way i 
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And turn the gayeft thought of gayeft age, 
Down their right channel, through the vale of deat 
, The vale of death ! that hufli'd Cimmerian val^ 
Wheije darknefSf brooding o'er unfini/h'd fates^ 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day !) that interdi£t8 all future change I 
Tha^ fubterranean world, that land of ruin ! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for proud human thought ! 
There let^my thought expatiate, and explore 
Balfamic tiniths, and healing fentiments. 
Of all moft wanted^ and moft welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo^s fake, and for thy own, 
My foul I " The fruits of dying friends furvcy j 
** £xpofe the «viun of life 5 weigh life and death j 
** Give death his eulogy ; thy fear fubdue 5 
** And labour that firft palm of noble minds, 
** A manly fcom of terror from the tomb." 
* This harveft reap from thy NarcifTa's grave. 
As poets feignM from Ajax' ftreaming blood 
Arofe, with grief infcrib'd, a mournful flower j 
Let wifdom blolTom from my mortal wound. 
AnA firft y of dying friends ; what fruit from thefe 
It brings us more than triple aid } an aid 
To chafe our tbougbtlejfnefs^ fear^ pride ^ and guilt. 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloudy 
To damp our brain lefs ardors 5 and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wife. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 
Our rugged pafs to death ; to break thofe bars 
Of terror, ai^d abhorreacey nature throws 

C 
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Crofs oiir ob(lru£^ed way 5 and, thus to make 

Welcome ^ 2^fafey our port from every ftorm. 

£ach friend by fate ihatchM from ns, is a plume 2S5 

Pluck'd from the- wing of human vanity, 

Which makes us fioop from our aerial heights, 

And, dampt with omen of our own deceafe. 

On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 

Juft (kim earth's furface, ere we break it up, 290 

O'er putrid earth to fcratch a little duft. 

And fave the world a nuifance. Smitten friends 

Are angels fent on errands full of love ; 

For us they languiih, and for us they die : 

And fliall they languifh, fhall they die, in vain ? 295 

Ung^teful, (hall we grieve their hovering fliades. 

Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? 

Shall we difdain their fiient, foft addrefs j 

Their poiihumous advice, and pious prayer ? 

$enfclefs, as herds that graze their hallowed graves, 300 

Tread under- foot their agonies and groans ; 

Fruftrate their anguifti, and deftroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo ! no ; the thought of death indulge j 
Give it its wholefome empire ! let it reign. 
That kind chaftifer of thy foul in joy ! 305 

Its reign will fpread thy glorious conquefls far. 
And jftill the tumults of thy ruffled breail : 
Aufplcious asra ! golden days, begin ! 
The thought of death (hall, like a god, infpire. 
And why not think on death ? Is life the theme 310 
Of every. thought ? and wiih of every hour ? 
And long of every joy? Surprifirg ti-uth I 

E 3 The 
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The beaten fpaikiers fondaefs not fo ftran^. 

To wave the numcrotis ills that &ize on life 

As their own property, their lawful prey \. 3 

Ere man has meafur'd half his weary HcsfSh 

His luxuries hare left him no refenre. 

No maiden reliflies> unbroach^d delights ^ 

On cold ferv'd repetitions he fubfiilsy 

And in the taftelefs frefent chews the pajl \ 3 

Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 

Like laviih anceftors, his earlier yeaifs 

Have diiinherited his ^xtnre hours. 

Which (iarre on orUy and glean their former field* 

Live ever here, Lorenzo ! — fhocking thought ! 3 
So fhocking, they who wifh, difown it too j 
Difown from ihame, what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the light ? 
For what live ever here ?-— With labouring ftep 
To tread our former footfteps ? Pace the round 3 
Eternal ? To climb life's worn, heavy wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat 
The beaten track ? To bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? To furfeit on \\itfamey 
And yawn ohf joys ? Or thank a mifery 3 

For change, though fed ? To fee what we havefeen? 
Hear, till unheard, the fame old flabber'd tale T 
To tafte the tafted, and at each return 
Lefs tafleful ? O'tr our palates to decant 
Another vintage ? Sti-ain a flatter year, 32 

'^^^'cugh loaded veflels^ and a laxer tone ? 

machines to grind earth's wafted fruits ! 

Ili-groun< 
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Til-ground, and worf& ponco&ed ! Load, not life! 
The ratignai ioxxl kennels of excefs^! 
StiU-ftreaming thoroUghrf^ros of dull debauch ! 34.5 
Trembling each gulp^ lefVdeath ihould fiiatch the bowU 

Such of gAv fint'Qnes. is the wi/h /-efiti'd ! 
So would they have it ; elegant defire \ 
"Why not invite the beliowing. flails, and wilds? 
But fuch examples might their riot awe. 3 50 

Through want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
(Though on bright thought they father all their fiight?) 
To what are they reduced ? To Ipve^ and hate. 
The fame vain world j to ce&fure, and efpoiifey. 
This painted flirew of Hfe, who calls them fool 355 
Each moment cf each day 5 to flatter bad 
Through dread of worfe ; to cling to this rude i^ock, 
Barren, to them^ of good, and fharp with ills, 
And hourly blackened with impending ftorms, 
,And infamous for wrecks of human hope— 360 

Scared at the gloomy gulph,^ that yaWns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! fuch their pang9 of joy \ 

'Tis time, high time, to /hift tl^is dilhial fcene. 
This huggdy this hideous ftate, what art can cure ? 
Qne only ; but that one, what all may reach j 365 

Virtue-r-fhe, wonder-working goddefs ! charips . .. 
That rock to bloom ; and tames the painted Jhre<w $ 
And, what will moi^ Airprize> Loire«20 J gives 
To life's ilck, naufeous zV^/'^zjfw//, change ^ 
And ftraightens nature's circle to a line. 370 

Believ'ft thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an car, 
A patient ear, thou 'It hiu/h to disbelieve* 

E 4. K\^'^^^'^^> 
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A languid, leaden, iteration reigns. 
And ever muft, o'er thofe, wbofe joys are joys 
Of fight, fmell, tafte : the cuckow-feafons fing 375 
The feme dnil note to fuch as nothing prize. 
But what thofe fea&ns, from the teeming earth. 
To doatingy^«/> indulge. But nobler minds. 
Which relilh fruits unripenM by they««. 
Make their days various 5 various as the dyes 3S0 

On the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence pofleft, 
On lighten'd minds, that bafk in virtue's beams, 
Notliing hangs tedious, nothing 9ld revolves 
In tbaty for which they long ; for which they live. ^85 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heavenly hope. 
Each rifing morning fees ftill higher rifej 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty prefcnts 
To worth maturing, nen.v ftrength, luftre, fame j 
While nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 39* 

Rolling beneath their elevated aims. 
Makes their fair profpeft fairer every hour 9 
Advancing 'virtue^ in a line to blifs ; 
Virtue y which Chriftian motives beft infpire ! 
And hlifsy which Chriftian fchemes alone enfure ? 395 
And ftiall we then, for virtue's fake, commence 
Apoftates ; and turn infidels for joy ? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truft, 
** He fms againft this life, who flights the next*''* 
What is this life ? How few their favourite know ! 400 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace. 
By pailionately loving life, we make 

Lov'd 
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Lov'd life unlovely ; hng^ng her to death* 

We give to Time Etemity*s regard j 

Andy dreaming, take our paffage for on r port. 405 

Life has no value as an end, but means ; 

An end deplorable ! a means divine ! 

When 'tis our all, 'tis nothing j worfe than nought ; 

A neft of pains : when held as nothing, much : 

Like fome fair humourifts, life is moft enjoyM, 4.10 

When courted leaft 5 moft worth, when difefteemM : 

Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace j 

In profpeft richer far ; important ! awful I 

Not to be mentioned, but with fliouts of praife ! 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy ! 41 5 

The mighty bafis of eternal bllfs 1 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted JJtre'w ? 

Where now, Lorenzo ! life's etertial round? 

Have' I not made my triple promife good ? 

Vain is the worlds but only to the vain. 420 

To what compare we then this varying fcene, 

Whofe worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ? 

Waxes, and wanes / (In all propitious, Wight 

Aflifts me here) compare it to the moon j 

Dark in herfelf, and indigent ; but rich 425 

In borroiv'd luftre from a higher fphere. 

When grofs guilt intcrpofes, labouring earth, 

O'erlliadow'd, mourns a deep eclipfe of joy ; 

Her joys, at brighteft, pallid, to that font 

Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow, 430 

Nor is that glory diftant : Oh Lorenzo ! 
A good man, and an angel ! thefe belNvcew 
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How thin the barrier ! what divides their fate ? 

Perhaps a momeBt, or perhaps a year ^ 

Or, if an age, it is a moment ftiU-^ ^f 

A moment, or eternity^s forgot. 

Then be, what once they were, ladio now are gods 5 

Be what Philander was, and claim the ikiet. 

Starts timid nature at the gloomy pafs ? 

The /oft tranfiticn call it ; and be chear^d : 440 

Such it is often, and why not to Thee ? 

To hope the beft, is pious, brave, and wife^ 

And may iiCclf procure, what it pre/umej. 

Life is much flatterM, death is much traduced j- 

Compare the rivals, and the kindej: crown. ^^ 

«* Strange competition r — True, Lorenzo I ftrangel 

So little Life can caft into the fcale. 

Life makes the foul dependent on the duftj 
Death gives her winga to mount above the ipheret* 
Through chinks, ftyrdorgans, dim /(/> peeps at light}450 
Death burft§ th' involving cloud, and all is day ^ 
All eye, all ear, the difembody'd pov/er. 
Death has feign''d evils, nature fliall not feci j 
Life, ills fubftantial, ivifdom cannot fhun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that Ton of heaven ! ^tt 

By tyrant ///^ dethronM, impriron'd, pain'd?' 
By death enlarged, ennobled, dcify'd ? 
Death but intombs the bodyj ///^the foul. 

** Is death then guiltlefs ? Hew he marks his way 
** With dreadful wafte of what dcferves to Diine ! 460 
** Art, genius, fortune, elevated power ! 
*' With various luftres thefc light up the world, 

*« Which 
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** Which death puts out, and darkens human race.'* 

I grant, Lorenzo ! tiiis indi£(ment juft: 

The fage, peer, potentate,, king, conqueror V 465: 

Death humbles thefe; more barbarous life, the man* 

Life is the triumph of our mouldering clay 5. 

Death, of the fpirif infinite f divine! 

Death has no dread, but what frail life imparts ; 

Nor life true joy, but what kind death improves. 47a 

No blifs has life to boaft, till death can give 

Far greater j life 's a debtor to the grave. 

Dark lattice I letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo ! blufh ztfomlnefs for a life. 
Which fends celeftial fouls on errands vile^ 475^ 

To cater for the fenfe ; and.ferve at boards,, 
Where eveiy ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, juiUy claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feaft ! a foul, a foul immortal, 
Jn all the dainties of a brute bemir'd I 48^ 

Lorenzo ! bluih at terror for a death, 
Which gives thee to rcpofe in feftive bowers. 
Where neftars iparkle, angels miniller. 
And more than angels Ihaie, and raife, and crown>- 
And eternize, tjie birth, bloom, burfts of blifs. 4S J 
What need I more ? O death, the palm is thine. 

Then welcome, death! thy dreaded harbingers,. 
Jge^ and difeafe 5 difeafe, tliough long my gueft ; 
That plucks my nerves, thofe tender firings of life; 
Which, pluck'd a little more, will toll the bell, 490 
That calls my few friends to my funeral 5 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear^ 
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While rcafon and religion, better taught, 

Congratujlate the dead, and crown his tomb 

With wreath triumphant. Death is vifloiy j 495 

It binds in chains the raging ills of life : 

Ljijf and ambition^ nvratb and avarice^ 

Dragged at his chariot-wheel, applaud his power. 

That ills corrofive, cares importunate. 

Are not immortal too, O death ! is thine. 500 

Our day of diflblution ! — name it right j 

*Tis our great pay-day; 'tis our harveft, rich 

And ripe : what though the fickle, fometimes keen, 

Juft fears us as we reap the golden grain ? 

More than thy balm, O Gilead ! heals the wound. 505 

Birth's feeble cry, and death's deep difmal groan. 

Are flcndcr tributes low-tax'd nature pays 

For mighty gain : the gain of each, a life ! 

But O ! the laft the former fo tranfcends. 

Life dies, compared ; Life lives beyond the grave. 510 

And feel I, death I no joy from thought of thee > 
Deaths the great counfellor, who man infpires 
With every nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 
Deatby the deliverer, who refcues man ! 
Death, the rewarder, who the refcued crowns ! rje 

Death, that abfolves my birth 5 a curfe without it! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares. 
Toils, virtues, hopes j without it a chimera ! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joyj 
)orfsfource, 2.nAfubjeSf, ftill fubfift unhurt j r^o 

One, in my foul j and one, in her great Sire j 
Though the four winds were warring for nay duft. 

Yes, 
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Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 
Though prifonM there, my duft too I reclaim, 
(To duft when drop proud nature's proudeft fphere«) 515 
And live intire. Death is the crown of life : 
Were death deny'd, poor man would liv« in vairi j 
Were death denyM, to live would not be life ; 
Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would wifli to die. 
Peath wounds to cure : we fall 5 we rife ; we reign ! 5341 
Spring from our fetters j faften in the flues 5 
Where blooming Eden withers in our fight : 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. 
This king 'of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When (hall I die to vanity, pain, death? 535 

Whenihall I die /'—When ihall I live for ever ? 
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NIGHT THE FOURTH. 
THE CHJIIS.TIAN TRl.JJMPK. 

COHTAININO 

.Cur only C^ire for the Fear .of 'D^tfh; a»d prapff 
. Sentlfnents pf that ineftimable Bleffing. 

T O 
.THE HONOUHA^LE MR. yORK?. 

A Much-indebted Mufe, O Ygrke ! intmdet. 
Amid the fmiles of fortune^ •^and of youth» 
Thine ear is patient.pf a ferious. fong, 
How deep implanted in the breafl of man 
The dread of death ! I fing its fovereign cure* . 5 

Why.ftart at death ? Where is he? Death aniy*d» 
Js part; not come, or gpne, he 's never bere^ 
$re hopef fenfation fails ; black-bp^ng man 
Receives i not fuffers, death'* tremendous blow. 
The.knelly the fhroud, the mattock, and the grmye;. |0 
The deep damp vault, the darknefs, and the worm j 
TJiefe are the bugbears ,gf a winter's eve, 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagination's fool, and /rr<?rV wret<;h, 
Man makes a death, .which nature nevecmadc i 15 
Then on the point of his own fancy falU > 
And feels a thoufand deaths, in fearing one« 

5 But 
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But were <ieath frightful, what has. age to fesu: ? 

J£ prudent, age ihould^xaeet the friendly foe. 

And Ihelter in Kis hofpitable gloom. «o 

I fcarce. can meet a monument, but .holds 
Jdy younger 5 every date cries— « Come away." 

And what, recalls me ? Look the world aroun^. 

And tell me what: the wifeft csmnot tell. 
. Should any born of woman give Jiis thought ..»5 

Full range, on juft dijlike^s unbounded fielcli 
r Of things, the vanity j of men, the flaws j 
. Flaws in the beft\ the many, .flaw ^\ o'er.; 

As leopards^ fpotted, or, as £thiops> dar^; 

Vivacious iU ; good dying imiuature ; 30 

(How immature, NarcHTa'*. marble, tells |) 
.And atbis death bequesithing endlefs pain; 

His heart, though bold, would ficken at the fight, 
. And fpehd itfelf in figh8,.fory«//<r^ fccnes. 

But grant to life (and juft it is to grant ^5 

To lucky life) fome perquifites fif[ joyj 

A time there is, when, like a thrice-told taJe^ 
. Long-rifled life pi fweet can yjeld no moi^e. 

But from our comt/unt on the comedy, 

Pleaiing refieSvms on parts welUuftain'd, , .4* 

. Qt purposed imendatiptts where we. failM, 
-- Or hopes of plaudits from our caadid Judgq» 

When, on their exit, . fpuls .are bid unrobe/^^ 
,'Tfi£% fortune back her tinfcl, and her fyluiMi 

And drop this maik of fleftt J>ehind ihe fcene. . . 45 
With mcj that time is come; jnyivorld is-ilead^ 

A new world riissj. and new manners «eigo « 
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Foreign comedians, a fpruce band ! arrive. 
To pufh mc from the fcene, or hifs me there* 
i; What a pert race darts up! the ftrangers gaxe, 

, And I at them ; my neighbour it unknown j 

. , Nor that the worft: Ah me ! the dire eSe€k 

.]' ■• Of loitering here, of death defrauded long^ 

Of old fo gracious (and let that rufEce}> 
My very mafter knows me not.— 
Shall I dare fay, peculiar is the fate? 
. ; I 've been fo long rememberM, I ^m forgot* 

An objeft ever prefling dims the fight, 
:i And hides behind its ardour to be fcen. 

\i ; .When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint^ 

il They drink it as the nedar of the great; 

And fqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-n 
Refufal! canft thou wear a fmoother form? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme : 
Who cheapens life, abates the F£ar if Death z 
Twice told the period (pent on ftubbom Xroy, 
'^, Court favour, yet un taken, I befiege; 

JJI Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich. 

Alas I ambition makes my little ]efs \ 
JEmbittering the poffeft: Why wiflifor more? 
Wijbingy of all employments, is the worft j 
Phiiofophy's reverfej and health's decay I 
Were I as plump as ftallM theology, 
Wijhing would wafie me to this fhade again* 
Were I as wealthy as a South*Sea dieam, 
Wtjbing is an expedient to be poor. 
Wyhhigf that confk3Ji\.bcciic of a foplj 
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Caught at a court j purg'd off by purer air. 
And (liT)pler diet ; gifts of rural life ( 

Bleft be that hand divine, which gently laid So 

My heart at reft, beneath this humble ihed. 
The world 's a (lately bark, on dangerous fcas. 
With pleafure feen, but boarded at our peril j 
Hcrc^ on a fingle plank, thrown fafe afliore, 
I hear the tumult of the diftant throng, J5 

As that of feas remote, or dying ftorms : 
And meditate on fcenes, more filent ftill j 
Purfue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Here, like a (hepherd gazing from his hut. 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his ilaff, 99 

F^ager ambition's fiery chi^ce I fe^ 5 
I fee the circling hunt, of nqify men, 
Burft law's inclofure, leap the mounds of right, 
Purfuing, and purfued, each other's prey j 
As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox, for wiles ; 95 

Till Death y that mighty hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
What though we wade in wealth, or foar in fame ? 
Earth's higheft ftation ends in, '* Here he lies," 
And " duft to duft" concludes her nobleft fong. xoo 
If this fong lives, pofterity lliall know 
One, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred. 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late ; 
Nor on his fubtle death-bed plannM his fcheme 
For future vacancies in church or ftate j 105 

Some avocation deeming it — to die. 

Vol. II. F VSt^sJvx. 
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Unbit by rage canine of dying rich 5 

Guilf s blunder ! and the loudeft laugh of helL 

' O my coevals ! remnants of yourfelves ! 

Poor human ruins, tottering o>r the grave I 110 

Shall we, fliall aged men, like aged trees. 

Strike deeper their vile root, and clofer cling. 

Still more enamoured of this -wretched foil ? 

Shall our pale, withered hands, be ftill ftrctchM* dut. 

Trembling, at once, with eagemefs and age ? n5 

With avarice and convuKionsi grafping hard ? 

Graiping at air ! for what has earth befide ? 

Man wants but little; nor that little, long- j 

JIow foon muft he refign his very duft. 

Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! . . i»o 

Years unexperienced rufli on numerous ills 5 

And foon as man, expert from time, has fbnnd 

The key of life, it opes the gates of death.- 

When in this vale of years I i)ackward look. 
And mifs fuch numbers, numbers too- of fucb, • 1st 
Firmer in health, «and greener in- their age, 
Andihi£ler on their guard, and fitter far. 
To play life's fubtle game, I fcarce believe 
i ftill furvive : and am I fond of life. 
Who fcarce can think it poflible, I live ? . jj^ 

. Alive by miracle! or, what is next, 
Alive by Mead ! if I am ftill alive, 
Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmnefs of nerve, and energy of thought. 

. Life's lee is not more JbaHoWf than mpurc^ 135 

Aid 



THE COMPLAINT, Night IV. 67 

And <vapU; Senfe and Reafon fhew the door, 
Call for my bier, and point me to the duft. 

O thou great arbiter of life and death ! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial fun ! 
Whofe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 140 

From darknefs, teeming darknefs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The duft I tread on, high to bear my brow. 
To drink the fpirit of the golden day. 
And triumph in exiftence; and could know 145, 

No motive, but my blifs ; and haft ordain'd 
A rife in bleffing I with the VatriarcH's joy. 
Thy call I follow to the land unkmivn 5 
I truft in thee, and know in whom I tnift j 
Or life, or death, is equal 5 neither weighs : 1 50 

All weight in this — O let me live to thee ! 

Though nature's terrors, tbus^ may be repreft ; 
Still frowns grim Death 5 guilt points the tyrant's fpear. 
And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at nought the fwarm 155 

Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 
And fmird, unfmitten : fmall my caufe to fmile 1 
Death's admonitions, like ftiafts upwards (hot. 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
They ftrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound j 16a 
O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it ftings : 
Who can appeafe its anguifh ? how it burns ! 
What hand the barb'd, invcnomM, thought can drawf 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace. 
And turn my fight undaunted on tht toxDJc^^ v^S 
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With joy, — with grief, that healing band I feej 
Ah ! too confpicuous ! it is fixM on high. 
On high? — ^What means my phrenfy? I blafpheme; 
Alas 1 how l(h-w ! how far beneath the /kies ! 
The (kies it formM; and now it bleeds for me^—' 179 
But bleeds the balm I want — yet ftiil it bleeds % 
Draw the dire fteel — ah no ! the dreadful blefling 
What heart or can fullain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope j that nail iVipports 
The falling univerfe : that gone, we drop j jyj 

Horror receives us, and the difmal wiih 
Creation had been fmother'd in her birth—- 
Darknefs his curtain, and his bed the duft ; 
When ftars and fun are dull beneath his throne ! 
In heaven itfelf can fuch indulgence dwell ? ig« 

O what a groan \^'as there ! a groan not His, 
He feiz'd our dreadful right 5 the load fuftain'dj 
And heavM the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thoufand worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear; 
Senfations ne^ in angels bofoms rife; ,g^ 

Sufpend their fong ; and make a paufe in blifs. 

O for tbeir fong 5 to reach my lofty theme ! 
Infpire me, Nigkt ! with all thy tuneful fpheres ; 
Whilft I v;'ith fi^apbs (hare leraphic themes^ 
And (hew to men the dignity of man; ^p 

Left I blafpheme my fubjeft with my fong. 
Shall pagan pages glow celeftial flame. 
And ebriJUan languiih ? on our hearts, not heads 
Falls the foul infamy : my heart ! awake. 
What can awake thee, unawakM by this, j^^ 
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*« Expended deity on human weal ?" 

Feel the great truths^ which burft the tenfold night 

Of heathen error, with a golden flood 

Of endlefs day : to feel, is to be fir'd 5 

And to believe, Lorenzo I is. to feel. soe 

Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Power ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous love ! 
That arms, which awe more aweful, thy commands ; 
And foul tranfgreflion dips in fevenfold night ! 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenfel 205 

In love imraenfe, inviolably jull! 
Thou, rather than thy juftice ihouldbe ftain'd, 
Didft ftain the Crofs 5 and work of wonders far 
The greateft, that thy deareft far might bleed. 

Bold thought! fliall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs? a 10 
Should man more execrate, or boajf, the guilt 
Which rous'd fuch vengeance ? which fuch love inflam'd?. 
O'er guilt (how mountainous !) with out-Aretch'd arms. 
Stern juftice and foft-fmiling io've embrace. 
Supporting, in full majefty, thy throne, 215 

When feem'd its majefty to need fupport. 
Or thatf or w^//, inevitably loft; 
What, but Xht fathomlefs of thought divine, 
Could labour fuch expedient from defpair, 
And refcue bcth ? both refcue ! both exalt! 22* 

O how are botli exalted by the deed I 
The wondrous deed ! or lliall I call it more ? 
A wonder in Omnipotence itfeif ! 
A m^ftery no Icfs to gods than men! 

F 3 H^^. 
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Not thuSf our infidels th' Eternal dnew, m 

A God aJi o'er, confummate, abfolute, 
Full-orb'd, in his whole round of rays complete: 
ney fet at odds heaven's jarring attributes ; 
And, with one excellence, another wound 5 
Maim heaven's perfeflion, break its equal beams, if 
Bid mercy triumph over — God htmfelf, 
Undcify'd by their opprobrious praife : 
A God all mercy, is a God unjuft. 

Ye brainlefs wits ! ye baptiz'd infidels ! 
Ye worle for mending I wafti'd to fouler ftains ! jj 
The rani'om was paid down ; the fund of heayeiiy 
Heaven's inexhauilible, exhaufted fund. 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the jnicc. 
All price beyond : though curious to compute. 
Archangels faii'd to caft the mighty fum : 14 

Its value vaft, ungrafp'd by minds create^ 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme, 

And was the ranfom paid ? it was : and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you. 
The fun beheld it — no, the (hocking fccne 14 

Drove "back his chariot: Muinigbt veil'd his face; 
Not fuch as this $ not fuch as nature makes j 
A midnight nature (hudder'd to behold ; 
A midnight new ! a dread eclipfe (without 
Oppofing fpheres) from her Creator's frown ! ij 

Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's pain ? Or ftart 
At that enormous load of human guilt. 
Which bow'd his blefl*ed head 5 o'erwhelm'd his cio6 
Made groan the centre \ burft'carth's marble womb, 
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With pangs, fbrange pangs! delivered of her dead? 255 
Hell howPd ; and heaven that hour let fall a tear 3 
Heaven wept, that men might fmile ! heaven bled^that n^a 
Might never die ! — — — — 

And is devotion virtue ? 'Tis <ompeWd. 
What heart of ftone but glows at thoughts like thefe ? 260 
Such contemplations mount us ; and fhould mount 
The mind ftill higher j nor ever glance on man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflamM. — Where roll my thoughts 
To reft from wonders ? other wonders rife ; 
And ftrike where'er they roll : my foul is caught : 265 
Heaven's fovereign blefiings, cluftering from the crofs, 
Ruih on her, in a throng, and clofe her round, 
The prifoner of amaze !— In his bleft life 
I fee ihepatb, and in his death the price. 
And in his great a/cent the /roo/'fupreme 270 

Of immortality.— And did he rife ? 
Hear, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ' 
He rofe ! he rofe ! he burft the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates \ 
And give the king of glory to come in. 275 

Who is the king of glory ? he who left 
His throne of glory, for the pang of death ! 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates 1 
And give the king of glory to come in. 
Who is the king of glory ? he who flew 280 

The ravenous foe, that gorg'd all human race I 
The king of glory, he, whofe gloiy fill'd 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man i 

• F 4 5vs^^ 
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And with divine compbcency beheld 

Poivers moft illumin'd, wilder'd in the theme. iSc 

The theme, the joy, how then fhall Tnan fuftain ? 
Oh the burll gates ! crufli'd fting I delnoliih'd thnme! 
Luii gr'fp! of vanquilhM death. Shout earth and heaTen! 
'y\\\%fixm of good to man. Wlofe nature, tlien, 
'l^oo^ wing, and mounted with him from the tomb! 290 
'Hicn, then, Irofcj \\\tn ^v^ humanity 
J^iiumphant paft the cryftal ports of light, 
(Stujj.r.dcus guift!) and feiz'd eternal youth, 
Seiz'd in cur name. Eer fince, 'tis blafphemous 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality j^- 

Was, then, transfen'd todeathj and heavcn^s duratioft 
Unalienably fLaPd to this frail frame. 
This child of dult — Man, all-immortal! hail 5 
Hail, heaven ! all lavifli of ftrange gifts to man! 
Thine all tlie glory ; man's the boundlefs blifs. 300 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme, 
Cn chrifnan joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' Aonian mount ! — Alas ! fmall caufe for joy ! 
What if to pain immortal ? if extent 
Of being, to preclude a clofe of woe ? «o# 

Where, tlien, my boaft of immortality ? 
I boaft it ftill, though cover'd o'er with guilt j 
For g;iiit, not innocence, his life he pour'd 5 
Tis guilt alone can juftify his death j 
Nor that, unlcfs his death can juftify jj^ 

Relenting guilt in heaven's indulgent fight. 
If, fick of folly, I relent ; he writes 
My name in heaven, with that inverted fpear 

CA^fpcar 
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(A fpear deep-dipt in blood!) which pierc'd his fide. 
And opened there a font for all mankind, 315 

Who ftrive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live : 
This^ only this, fubdues xhtfear of death. 

And what is this f — Survey the wondrous cure : 
And at each ftep, let higher wonder rife ! ' 
f« Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon 32*' 

'* Through means that fpeak its value infinite I 
'« A pardon bought with blood! with blood divine I 
f« With blood divine of him, I made ray foe ! 
'« PerlifteJ to provoke ! though woo'd, and aw'd, 
" Blefl, and chaftis'd, a flagrant rebel ftill I 3*^ 

«< A rebel, 'midft the thunders of his throne ! 
*« Nor I alofte ! a rebel univerfe I 
*' My fpecies up in arms ! not one exempt ! 
« Yet for the fouleft of the foul, he dies, 
♦* Moft joy'd, for the redeemed from deepeft guilt I 33^ 
** As if our race were held of higheft rank 5 
*' And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man !*' 

Bound, every heart ! and every bofom, bum ! 
O what a fcale of miracles is here ! 
Its loweft round, high planted on the flcies ; 33 1 

Its towering fummit loft beyond the thought 
Of man or angel 1 O that I could climb 
The wonderful afcent, with equal praife ! 
Praife ! flow for^ever (if aftonifhment 
Will give thee leave) : my praife! for ever flow; 34or 
Praife ardent, cordial, conftant, to high heaven 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd. 
And all her fpicy mountains in a flam&« 
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So dear, fo due to heaven, (hall praife defcend, ■ 
With her foft plume (from plaufi'ue angels wing j4f 
Firft pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal ears, . 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great ? 
Is praife the perquifite of every paw. 
Though black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
Ob love of gold ! thou meaneft of amours ! 350 

Shall praife her odours wafte on virtue's dead. 
Embalm the bafe, perfume the ftench of guilt,. 
Earn dirty bread by wafliing ^thiops fair. 
Removing filth, or finking it from fight, 
A fcavenger in fcenesy where *vacant pofts, 355 

Like gibbets yet untenanted, expeft 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones. 
Return, apoftate /r^i/^ / thou vagabond I 
Thou proftitute ! to thy firft love return. 
Thy firft, thy greateft, once unrival'd theme. ji 

There flow redundant j like Meander flow. 
Back to thy fountain j to that Parent Power, 
Who gives the tongue to found, the thought to (btr, 
The foul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful eyi they bow 5*1 
In mutual awe profound of clay to clay. 
Of guilt to guilt ; and turn their back on thee. 
Great Sire ! whom thrones celcftial ceafclefs fisg : 
To proftrate angels, an amazing fcene ! 
O the prefumption of man's awe for man ! j?i 

Man's Author I End ! Reftorer! Law I and Judge 
Thine, all ; day thine, and thine this gloom of m^ 
With aU her wealth, with all her radiant worlds 1 
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What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What, heaven's meridian glory, butthyfmile? 375 
And ihall not praife be thine, not human praife ? 
While heaven's high hoft on ballelujabs live ? 

O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My foul in praife to Him, who gave my foul. 
And ail her infinite of profpeft fair, 380 

Cut through the ftiades of hell, great Love! by thee 
Oh moft Adorable ! moft Unador'd ! 
Where lliall that praife begin, which ne'er Ihould end ? 
Where'er I turn, what claim on all applaufe ! 
How is ntgbfs fable mantle laboured o'er, 385 

How richly wrought with attributes divine! 
What twifdom fhines I what lo^ve ! this midnight pomp. 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay'd I 
Built with divine ambition ! nought to thee j 
For others this profufion : Thou, apart, 390 

Above ! beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep ? 
Call to Xhtfuftf or afk the roaring ivinds, 
For their Creator ? Shall I queftion loud 
The thunder, if in thatth' Almighty dwells? 395 
Or holds He furious Jforms in ftreighten'd reins. 
And bids fierce ivbirliuiftds wheel his rapid car ? 

What mean thcfe queftions ?— Trembling I retrafl 5 
My proftrate foul adores the prefent God : 
Praife I a diftant deity ? He tunes 400 

My voice (if tun'd) 5 the nerve, that writes, fuftains : 
Wrapt in his being, I refound his praife : 
But though paft all diffused, without a fhore^ 
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His eflence; local i% his throne (as meet). 
To gather the difperft (as ftandards call 
The lifted from afar) : to fix a point, 
A central point, colleftive of his fons, 
Sinct finite every nature but his own. 

The namelefs He^ whole nod is nature^s birth 
And nature's ftiield, the fliadow of his hand j 
Her diffolution, his fufpended fmile ! 
The great Firft-Laft ! pavilion'd high he fits. 
In darknefs from exceflive Iplendor borne, 
By gods unfeen, unlefs through luftre loft. 
His gloiy, to created gloiy, bright. 
As that to central horrors ; he looks down 
On all that foars ; and fpans immenfity. 

Though nigbt unnumbered worlds unfolds to ^ 
Boundlefs creation ! what ait thou ? A beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majefty : 
And ftiall an atom of this atom -world 
Mutter, in duft and fin, the theme cf heaven ? 
Down to the centre fhould I fend my thought 
Through beds of glittering ore, and glowing ge 
Their beggar'd blaze wants luftre for my lay j 
Goes out in darknefs : if, on towering wing-, 
I fend it through the boundlefs vault of ftai*s 1 
The ftars, though rich, what drofs their gold to 
Great ! good ! wife ! wonderful ! eternal King ! 
If to thofe confcious Jlars thy throne around, 
Praife ever-pouring, and imbibing blifs ; 
And aflc their ftrain ; they want it, more they w 
Poor then* abundance, humble their fublime. 

La 
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Languid their energy, their ardour cold. 

Indebted ftill, their higheft rapture bumsj 435 

Short of its mark, defective, though divine. 

Stiil more — This theme is man's, and man's. alone ; 
Their vaft appointments reach it not : they fee 
On earth a bounty not indulged on high 5 
And donjjnfward look for heayen's fuperior praife ! 440 
Firft-bom of Ether ! high in fields of light ! 
View man, to fee the glory of your God ! 
Could angels envy, they had envy'd kere\ 
And fome didtnT^'^ and the reft, though gods, 
Yet ftill gods unredeemed (there triumphs man, . 445 
Tempted to weigh the duft againft the fkies) 
They lefs would y^^/, though more adorn, my^ theme. 
They fung Creatio/i (for in that they fhai-'d) : 
How rofe in melody, that child of love ! 
Creation* s great fuperior, man ! is thine ; 45a 

Thine is redemption ; they juft gave the key : 
'Tis thine to raife, and eternize, the fong; 
Though human, yet divine; for fhould not this 
Raife man o'er man, and kindle feraphs here? 
Redemption ! \ vns creation more fublime ; ^. 455 

Medemption I 't was the labour of the fkies ; 
Far more than labour — It was death in heaven. 
A truth fo ftrange ! 't were bold to think it true 5 
If not far bolder ftill to dilbelieve ! 

Wlfr^paufe,and ponder : was there death in heaven ? 460 
What then on earth ? On earth, which ftruck the blow ? 
Who (biick it ? Who ? — O how is man enlarged 
Seen tlkrough this medium 1 how the prgmy towtx^V 

4 Wa^ 
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How ccAinterpoisM his origin from duft ! 

How counterpoised, to duft his fad return ! 465 

How voided his vaft diftance from the ikies ! 

How near he preffes on the feraph's wing ! 

Which is the feraph ? Which the bom of clay ? 

How this demonftrates, through the thickeft. cloud 

Of guilt, and clay condensed, the fon of heaven !47« 

The double fon 5 the made, and the re-made ! 

And fhall heaven's double property be lofl: ? 

Man 8 double madnefs only can deftroy. 

To man the bleeding -crofs has. promised alLi 

.The bleeding crofs has fworn eternal grace ; .475 

Who gave his life, what grace fhall He deny. ? 

Oye! who, from this Rock of ages ^ leap, 

Apoftates, plunging headlong in the deep ! 

What cordial joy, what confolation ftrong. 

Whatever winds arife, or billows roll, ^ 

Our intereft in the mafter of the ftorm I 

Cling tkere, and in wreckM nature's. ryims.JmiUi 

While >vile apoftates tremble in a calm. 

Man I know thyfelf. All wifdom centres theit: 
To none man feems ignoble, but to tnan j ^ 

Angels that grandeur, men o'er-look, admire i 
How long fhall human nature be their book. 
Degenerate mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The beam dim reafon fheds (hews wonders There | 
What high contents ! lUuftrious faculties 1 ^ 

3ut the grand comment, which difplays at fiiH 
Our human height, fcarce feverM from divine. 
By heaven composed, was publiih'd on the Crvfi. 
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Wko looks on That, and fees hot in himfelf 
i.n awful ftranger, a terreftrial god ? 491 

I. glorious partner with the Deity 
1 that high attribute, immortal life ? 
' a God bleeds, hebleeds not for a worm ; 
gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 
atches ftrange fire. Eternity ! at Thee; 500 

i.nd drops the world— or rather, more enjoys : 
[ow changed the face of nature! how improved! 
^at feem'd a chaos, fliines a glorious world, 
•r, what a world, an Eden ; beighten'd all I 
: is another fcene ! another felf I . 505 

und ftill another, as time rolls along $ 
ind that 2ifelf far more illuftrious ftill. 
leyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ihades 
rnpiercM by bold conjefture's keeneft^ray, 
VTiat evolutions of furprifing fate! 510 

[ow nature opens, and receives my foul 
n boundlefs walks of raptur>d thou^t ! where godf 
Incounter and embrace me ! What new births 
>f ftrange adventure, foreign to the fun ; 
IThcre what now charms, perhaps, whatever cxifts, 5x5 
>ld timei ^nd'fzir creation, are forgot! 

Is this extravagant ? Of man we form 
;xtravagant conception, to be juft : 
lonception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him ; 
cyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 520 

Sf, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
Tie world of rational s 5 one fpirit pour'd 
rom fpirit's aweful fountain : po\u'*d livmt^Vi 
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Through all their fouls ; but not in equal llream, 

Profijfe, or frugal, of th' afpiring God, 

As his wife plan demanded ; and when paft 

Their various trials in their various fpheres. 

If they continue rational, as made, 

!R;;l'orbs them all into Himfclf again ; 

His throne their centre, and his fmile tJieir crown. 5? 

Why doubt wc, then, the glorious truth to fing, 
Though yet unfuKg^ as decmM, perhaps^ too bold? 
Angels are men of a fuperror kind; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad. 
High o'er cclellial mountains wing'd iu flight j \ 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour. 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain. 
And flippery (lep, the bottom of the fteep. 
Angels their failings, mortals have their pi-aife ; 
While Hsrcy of corps ethereal, fuch enroll'd. 
And fummon'd to the glorious Standard foon. 
Which flames eternal crimfon through the ikies. 
Nor are our brothers thoughtlcls of their kin. 
Yet abfent 5 but not abfent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles j Raphael fune 
Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown. 
Sent by the Sovereign : and are thefe, O man ! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and Thou (fluunekf 
The cheek to cinder!) rival to the brute ? 

Religion 's All. Defcending from the ikies 
To wretched man, the goddefs in her left. 
Holds out this world, and, in her right, the mext i 
Religion ! the fole voucher man is man j 
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^hat deadly poifon has thy-nature drunkj 
o nature undebauchM no (hock fo great { 
ature's Jirfi wifh is emUefs bappinefii 
nnibilation is an after-thoughty 

.-monllrous wiih, unborn till virtue die&< 890 

nd, oh ! what depth of horror lies indofi'd I 
3r non-exiftence no man ever wi/h'd, 
at, firft, he wifh'd the Deity deftroy*d. 
If fo ^ what words are dark enough to draw 
hy.pifture true ? The darkeft are too fair. -8^^ 

sneath what baleful'planet, in what hour 
f defperation, -by what fury's aid, 
L what infernal pofture of the foul, 
.11 hell invited, and all hell in joy 
.t iiich a birth, a birth fo near of kin, ^900 

id thy foul y^^ whelp fo black a fcheifie 
f hopes abortive, faculties half-blown, 
jid deities begun, Tcd.xxc'd to d«ft ? 
There 's nought (thou fay'ft) but one eternal flux 
f feeble effences, tumultuous driveh 905 

hrough /;W J- rough billows iVLtomgbfs abyis. 
ly, in this rapid tide of human ruin, 
there no tock, on which manVtofling thought 
an reft from terror, dare liis fat€ furvey, 
nd boldly tliink itfomething to be bom ? =9x0 

.mid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair, 
there no central, all-fuftaining bafef 
ll-realizing, all*conne6Ung ponver, 
/liich, as it caird forth all things, can tecaUf 
nd force deftru^ion to refund her fpoil ? ^91 25 

Vol. II. O Comm-asA. 
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Command the grave reftore her taken prey ? 

Bid death's dark vale its human harveft yield. 

And earthy and ocean^ pay their debt of man, 

Tiiic to the grand depofit trufted there T 

Is tlTtre no potentate^ whofe out-ftretch'd arm, 910 

"When ripening time calls forth th' appointed hour, 

Pluckd from foul de<vaftatMs famifhM maw. 

Binds frefenty paft, 3ind future, to his throne ? 

His thione, how glorious, thus divinely gnwM, 

By germinating beings cluftcring round ! 915 

A garland worthy the divinity ! 

A throne, by heaven's omnipotence infmiles^ 

Built (like ^pharos towering in the waves) 

Amidft immenfe efFuHons of his love \ 

An ocean of communicated blifs ! ^ 

An all-prolific, all preferving God ! 
^his were a God indeed. — And fuch // man. 
As here prefumM : he rifes from his fall. 
Think'ft thou Omnipotence a naked root. 
Each bloffom fair of Deity deftroy'd ? mi^ 

Nothing is dead 5 nay, nothing fleeps j each foul, 
That ever animated human clay, 
Now wakes ; is on the wing : and where, O wheic^ 
Will the fwarra fettle ? — ^When the trumpet" s call. 
As founding brafs, colle6ls us, round heaven''s thione 941 
Conglob'd, we baik in everlafting day, 
(Paternal fplendor !) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the foul this outlet to the ikies. 
In this vaft veiTel of the univerfe, 
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Hovr fliould we gafp, as in an empty void ! 945 

How in the pangs of ftrmifh'd hope expire ! 

How bright w^f profpeft fliines ! how gfeomy, thine 1 
A trembling world ! and a devouring God ! 
Earthy but the Shambles of Omnipotence ! 
HeoFven^s face allftainM with caufelefs mafTacres 950 
Of countlefs millions, bom to feel the pang 
Of being lafi, Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
^bis bids us (budder at the thoughts of life. 
Who would be born to fuch a phantom world. 
Where nought fubftantial but our mifery ? 955 

Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diftrefs. 
So foon to perifli, and revive no more ? 
The greater y«fi& a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, fo far from great (and yet how great 
It (hinen to thee !) there 's nothing real in it 5 960 

Beings a fhadow j confcioufnefs-, a dream : 
A dream, how dreadful ! Univei'fal blank 
Before it, and behind ! Poor man, a fpark 
From Don-exiftence fti-uck by wrath divine. 
Glittering a moment, nor that moment fure, 965 

""Midft upper, nether, and furrounding night, 
His fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb! 

Lorenzo ! doft thou feel thefe arguments ? 
Or is there nought but <vengeance can be felt f 
How haft thou darM the deity dethrone? 970 

How dar'd indt5 Him of a world like this ? 
IS fuch tht world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crime but caufe of mifery ? 
lletra£l, blafphcmer ! and unriddle this^ 

o 2 01 
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Of endlefs arguments abovey beloriv, ^ 

Without us, and <witbffty the fhort refult-— 

** If man V inttnortal, there 'j a God in beaten,"* 

But wherefore fuch redundancy ? fiich .^Krafte 
Of argjument ? One fets my foul at reflr! 
One ol)vious, and at hand, and, oh !-»at heart* 9b 
So ju^ the fkies. Philander'^ life fo pain^cj^ 
His heart fo pure $ tbaty ot fucceeding fcenes 
Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been bom. 

'' What an old tale is this /** Lorenzo cries i— 
I. grant this argument is old ; but truth ^ 

Ko years impair j and had not this been true^ 
Thou never hadft defpisM it for its age. 
T^ruth is immortal as thy foul; 2xAfahle 
As fleeting as thy joys : be wife, nor make 
Heaven's higheft bleiTmg, vengeance \ O be wife! 990 
Nor make a curfe of imntortality. 

Say, know'ft thou what it is, or what thou art ? 
.Know"'ft thou th' importance of a foul immortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worlds 1 
Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze $ M5 

Ten thoufand add 5 add twice ten thoufand more ; 
Then weigh the whole 5 one foul out^^-eighs them all; 
And calls th* aftonifliing magnificence 
Of uninteUigent creation /oor. 

For this, believe not me\ no man believe \ ioo9 

TiTiil not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no lefs 
Than thofe of the Supreme 5 nor His, a few j 
Confult them aU\ confulted, all proclaim 
Thy fours importance : tremble at thyfelf ; 

For 
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Fbr'whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 1005 

Has wafc'd, and work'd, for ages ; from the birth 
Of nature to this unbelie'ving hour. 

In this fmall province of His vaft domain* 
(^ AW nature bow, while I pronounce His Name !) 
What has God done, and not fbr this fole end, 10 10 
To refcue fouls from death? The fouI^s high price 
Is writ in all the condu6l of the fkies. 
The faults bigb price is the Creation's Key, 
Unlocks its myfteries, and naked lays 
The genuine caufe of every deed divine: 1015 

nat is the chain of agesy which maintains 
Their obvious cnrrefpondence, and unites 
Moft diftant periods in one bleft defign i 
72>at is the mighty hinge, on which have turnM - 
All revolutions, whether we regard 1020 

The natural, ci'vil, or religious, world j 
The former two but fervants to the third ; 
To that there duty done, they both expire, 
Their mafs new-caft, forgot their deeds renonxjn'd; 
And angels a(k, ^^ Where once iheyjbone fo fair ?^^ 1025 

To lift us from this abjeft;. to fublime j . 
This flux, to permanent 5 this dark, to day;. , 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to ferene j 
This mean, to mighty!— for this glorious end 
Th' Almighty, rifing, his long fabbath broke \ 1030 
The world was made; was ruin'd; was reftor'dj 
Laws from the Ikies were publifh'd j were repealed j 
On earth kings, kingdoms, rofe ; kings, kingdoms, fell ; 
fam'd fages lighted up i^pa^an world \ 

O 3 "^XO^^^At^.*: 
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Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance lojj 

Through diftant age ; faints traveled j martyrs bJedj 
Bj wonders facred nature ftood contrord j 
The living were tranflated 5 dead were raised 5, 
Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven; 
And, oh! for this, defcended lower fti 11 j 1040 

Guilt was heirs gloom ; aftonifh'd at his gueft. 
For one fhort moment Lucifer adorM : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do lefs ?— For tbir. 
That hallo'w^d page, fools feoff at, was infpirM, 
Of all thefe truths thrice venerable code ! 19^ 

Deifts ! perform your quarantine j and then 
Fall proftrate, ere you touch it, left you die. 

Nor lefs intenfely bent infernal powei*s 
To mar, than thofe of light, this end to gain. 
O what a fcene is here !— Lorenzo ! wake ! lojp 

Kife to the thought ; exert, expand thy foul 
To take the vaft idea : it denies 
All elfe the name of great. Two warring worlds ! 
Not Europe againft Africj warring worlds I 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing > 105; 
On ardent wings of energy and zeal. 
High-hovering o'er this little brand of ftrife I 
This fubl unary ball — But ftrife, for what ? 
In their own caufe confIi6ling ? No 5 in thine. 
In man's. Has Jingle intereft blows the flame 5 ie<» 
His the fole ftakej his fate the trumpet founds^ 
Which kindles war immortal. How it bums I 
Tumultuous f^varms of deities in anns I 
Force, force oppofmg, till the waves run high. 

All 
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And tempeft nature's universal fphere^ io6| 

Such oppoiites eternal, ftedfaA, ftern, . . 

Such foes implacable, Ktegofid, and iU^ 

Yet man, vain man, wouldmediate peace between them*- 
Think not this fiction, ^^TJferewas'warin he^^uen,^^ 

From heaven's high cryftalmoui)tain,whereithung, 1070 

Th' Almighty's out-ftretch'd arm took down his bow. 

And ihot his indignation at the-^^r^ .* 

Re-thunder'd bell^ and darted all her fires. 

And feenn? the ftake of littk moment iiiil ? 

And Aumbers man^ whoiingly causM the ftorm? 1075 

He fleeps.-— And art thou ihock'd at myjieries ? 
The greateft, Thou. How dreadful to rcfleft, 
Wh^t ardour, care, and coun&l mortals caufe 
In breafts divine ! how little in their own ! 

Where-e'er I turn,how nt^proofi pour upon me ! loSo 
How happily this wondrous vi^w fupports 
My former argument ! How ftrcngly^r/f^j 
Immortal Ufe's full demonftration, here / 
Why this e-xeitioa ? Why this ftrange regard 
Freqi heaven's Omnipotent indulged to man ?— 1085 
Becaufe, ia man, the glorious dreadful power. 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bleft, for e'uer. 
Duration gives importance 5 fwells the price. 
An angei, if a creature of a day. 
What would be be ? A trifle of no weight 5 1090* 

Cr ftand, or fall ; no matter which j he 's gone. 
Becaufe Immortal, therefore is indulged 
This ftrange regard of deities to duit. 
Htnce heaven looks down on earth with all her eyes : 

O 4. ^^c^<yt 
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Hence, the fouPs mighty moment in her fight % 1095 

Hence, every- ibul has partifant- above^ 

And every thought a critic in the ikiet ; 

H^nce, clay, vile clay ! has angels for ita gfeard. 

And every guard a palTion for his charge : 

Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine iio» 

Has held high counfel o'er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels hid { 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne. 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphaiis and awe, 1105 

He fpoks his will, and ti-embling nature heard i 
He fpoke it loud, in thunder and in ftorm. 
Witncfs, thou Sinai ! whofe cloud-cover'd height^ 
And (hakcn balls, own*d the prefent God ; 
Witncfs, ye biI/o*ws I whofe returning tide, ixio 

Breaking the chain that falten'd it in air. 
Swept Egypt, and her. menaces, to hell: 
Witncfs, yQ flames! th' AflTyrian tyrant blew 
To fev enfold ruge, as impotent, as ftrong : 
And thou, earth ! witncfs, whofe expanding jaws 11 15 
Clos'd o'er * prefumption's facriltgious fons : 
Has not each element, in turn, fubfcriyd 
The fours bi^b price ^ and fwom it to the wife ? 
Has not flame, ocean, aether, earthquake, llrove 
To ftrike tbis truth through adamantine man ? njo 
If not all adamant, Lorenzo 1 hear ; 
All is dchifion 5 nature is wrapt up. 
In tenfold night, from rea/o/t*s keeneft eye j 

Thcif 
• Iwonib, &-C. 
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There ^s no coniiftence, meaning, plan, or end> 

Ip sdl beneath the fun, in. all above, 1125.. 

(As far as man can penetrate), or heaven 

Is an immenfe, ineftimable prize ; 

Or all is Nothing, or that prize is all.— 

And (hall each toy be (till a match for heaven. 

And fiill equivalent for groans below ? 1 x 30 

Who would not give a trifle to pre*vent 

What he would give a thoufand worlds to cure ? 

Lorenzo.! thou haft feen (if thine to fee) 
All nature, and her God (by nature's courfe. 
And nature's courfe control* d) declare for me : 1135-, 
The (kies above proclaim, '* immortal man !'' 
And, " man immortal T all below refounds. 
The world 's a fyftem of theology, 
Kead by the greateft ftrangers to the fchools j 
If bonejiy leamM j zndfages o'er a plough. 114^ 

Is not, Lorenzo 1 then, imposed on thee 
This hard alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy reafon^ or thy fenfe\ or, to belie*ve? 
What then is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit 5 
A (benuous enterprize : to gain it, man i H5 

Muft burft through every bar of common fenfe, 
Of common (h^me, magnanimoufly wrong j . 
And what rewards the fturdy combatant ? 
His prize, repentance ; infamy , his crown. 

But wherefore, infamy ? — ^For want of faith , 1 1 50 . 
Down the fteep precipice of nvrong he Aides ; 
There 's nothing to fupport him in the right. 
Faith in the future wanting i$ at leaft . 
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In emhryoy every wcaknefs, every guilt \ 

And ftrong temptation ripens it to biribm i 

If this life's gain invites him to the deed. 

Why not his country fold, his father flain ? 

'Tis virtue to purfue our good ibpreme ; 

And his fupreme, his onh^ good is here. 

AmbitioHy avarice, by the wife difdain'd, i 

Is perfect 'wifdom^ while mankind 9TcJsoit, 

And think a turf, or tomb-ftone, covers all : 

Tbefe find employment, and provide for /htje 

A richer palhire, and a larger range 5 

KxiiXfenfe by right divine afcends the throne, 1 

When 'virtue's prize and profpe6k are no- more { 

Virtue no more we think the will of heaven. 

Would heaven quite beggar virtue, if belovM ? 

** Has virtue charms ?"— I gr&nt her heavenly ^ 
But if unportionM, all will inter efi wed ; 1 

Though that our admiration, thi$ our choice. 

The virtues grow on imnfortality ; 

That root defboy'd, they wither and expire. 

A Deity beliey'd, will nought avail \ 

^enuards and punijhments make God adored 5 

And hopes ^md fears give coUfcience all her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the chiidy 

Virtue, with immortality , expires. 

Who tells me he denies his foul immortal. 

Whatever his boaft, has told me. He V a kmavi^ 

His duty 'tis, to love himfelf alone ; 

Nor care thoujjh m-nkind perifli, if he fmiles. 

Who thinks ere long the man fliall ^wbolfy die» 
5 
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Is dead already ; nought but brute forvives. 

And are there fuch ?— Such candidates there are 1 1 85 
For more than death j for utter lofs of being,. 
Being, the bafis of the Deity ! 
Afk you the caufe ?— The caufe they will not tell : 
Nor need they : Oh the forceries of fenfe ! 
*Tbey work this transformation on the foul, 11 90 

Difmount her, like the ferpent at the fall, 
Difmount her from her native wing (which foar'd 
Ere-while ethereal heights), and throw her down. 
To lick the duft, and cranul in fuch a thought. 

Is it in words to paint you ? O ye falPn ! 1 195 

Fall'n from the wings of reafm^ and of hope ! 
Ere6l in ftature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleafure, polling into pain ! 

Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfe ! 

Boafters of liberty, faft bound in chains ! 1200 

Lords of the wide creation, and the ihame ! 

lAoTc fenfeUfs than th' irrationals you fcom ! 

More bafe than thofe you rule I Than thofe you pity. 

Far more undone / O ye moft infamous 

Of beings, from fuperior dignity I 1205 

Deepeft in woe from means of boundlefs blifs I 

Ye curft by bleflings infinite I becaufe 

Moft highly favom-M, moft profoundly loft I 

Ye motly mafs of contradiBion ftrong ! 

And are you, too, convinced, your fouls fly off 12x0 

In exhalation foft, and die in air. 

From the full flood of evidence againfi you ? 

In the coacfe drudgeries and fmks of fenje^ 
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Your fouls have quite worn out the make of heart 
By vice ncw-caft, and creatures of your own : ii 
Sut though you can deform^ you can^t deflroy \ 
To curfe^ not uncreatey is all your power. 

Lorenzo I this black brotherhood renounce; 
Renounce St. Evremont, and read St. Paul. 
Ere, rapt by miracle, by reafon winged, u 

His mounting mind made long abode In heaven* 
*rkis is freetbinking, unconfin-d to fartsi 
To fend the foul, on curious travel bent. 
Through all the provinces of human thought'; 
To dart her flight through the whole fphere of man ; : is 
Of this vaft univerfe to make the tour; 
In each recefs of fpace^ and timey at home ; 
Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep ; 
And, like a prince of boundlefs interefts tberef 
Still raoft ambitious of the moft remote ;- ij 

To look on truth unbroken, and intire ; 
Truth in xkitfyfteniy the full orb j where truths 
Sy truths enlightenM, and fuftain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ftrong foundation, to fupport 
T.h' incumbent weight of abfolute, complete i: 
Con*vi3'ton 5 here, the more we prefs, we ftand 
More firm j who moft examine^ moft belie<ve% 
PartSy like half-fentences, confound ; the ^wboU 
Conveys the fenfe, and God is underftood ; 
Who not 'm fri^ments writes to human race 3 i: 
Kead his ivbole volume, fccptic ! then reply. 

nisy this, is thinking free, 2l thought that gnfpi 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. . 

Ti 
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Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight fcene 5 

What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundlefs orbs, 124.5 

Of human fouls, one day, the deftin'd range ? 

And what yon boundlefs orbs, to. godlike man? 

Thofe numerous worlds that throng the firmament. 

And aik more fpace in heaven, can roll at large 

In jnan^s capacious thought, and ftill leave room 1250 

For ampler orbs, for uenu creations, there, 

Cxa/ucb a foul contrail itfelf, to gripe 

A point of ino dimenfion, of no weight? 

It can i it does : the nvorld is fuch a. point : 

And, of /i6/z/ point, howy5;;^/ a part enflaves ! 1255 

How fmall a part— of nothing, fliall I fay ? 
Why not f-~Friendr, our chief treafure ! how they drop ! 
Lucia, Narciffa fair, Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth; and, in an aweful voice, 1260 

Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fmg. 
How the world falls to pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy I 
What fays thisiranJjl>ortation of my friends ? 
It bids me love the place where ;ioay they dwell, 1265 
And fcorn this wretched Ipot, they leave fo poor. 
Eternity's vaft ocean lies before thee 5 
There j there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarlflu fails. 
Give tliy mind fca-room ; keep it wide of earthy 
That rock of fouls immortal', cut thy cord j 1270 

Weigh anchor ; fpread thy fails j call eveiy wind 5 
Eye thy Great Fole-fiar j make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has douhk-natuf d man. 
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And two of death ; the lafl far more fevere. 
Life animal is nurturM by the fun ; u^j ; 

Thrives on his bounties, triumphs In his beams. ' 
Life rational fubfifts on higher food. 
Triumphant in His beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that fun, and are left by tbis^ 
^The fate of all who die in ftubbom gtiilt) jif» 

'Tis utter darknefs \ ftriftly double death- 
We fmk by no judicial ftroke of heaven. 
But nature's courfe ; as fure as plumbets falL 
Since God, or man, muft alter, ere they meet, 
^Since light and darknefs blend not In one iphne) xiS} 
'Tis manifeft, Lorenzo ! tvh'o muft change". 

If, then, that double death fhould prove thy lot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity j 
^an ihall be bleft, as far as man permits. 
Not man alone, all rationals, heaven arms is)i 

With an illuftrious, but tremendous, power 
To counter-a£t its own moft gracious ends j 
And this, of ftri£l neceflity, not choice 5 
'^tdt power deny'd, mea, angels, were no more 
But paflive engines, void of praife or blame. XJ^ 
A nature rtf//o«i7/ implies the power 
Of being bleft, or wretched, as we pleafe 5 
Elfe idle rea/on would have nought to do j 
And he that would be barr'd capacity 
Of pain, courts incapacity of blifs. 13* 

Heaven ivills our happinefs, allcws our doom j 
In'vites us ardently, but not compels j 
Heaven hut per/uades, almighty man decrees \ 

MB 
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Fbr'whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 1005 

His wak'd, and work'd, for ages 5 from the birth 
Of nature to this unbelie^ng hour. 

In this'fmall province of His vafl domain* 
{AW nature bow, while I pronounce His Name !) 
What has God done, and not fbr this fole end, loio 
To refcue fouls from death? The foul's high price 
Is writ in all the condu6l of the fkies. 
The fours high price is the Creation's Key, 
Unlocks its myfteries, and naked lays 
The genuine caufe of every deed divine: 1015 

*That is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious cnrrefpondence, and unites 
Moft diftant periods in one bleft defign : 
TAat is the mighty hinge, on which have tumM - 
All revolutions, whether we regard 1020 

The natural, ci'vil, or religious, world j 
The former two but fervants to the third ; 
To that there duty done, they both expire. 
Their mafs new-caft, forgot their (leeds renoivn^d; 
And angels aflc, " JVbere once they fhone fo fair f 1025 

To lift us from this abjeft;. to fublime j . 
This flux, to permanent 5 this dark, to day 5. . 
This foul, to pure j this turbid, to ferene j 
TJiis mean, to mighty!— for this glorious end 
Th' Almighty, rifmg, his long fabbath broke ! 1030 
The world was made ; wasruin'd; wasreftorMj 
Laws from the Ikies were publifh'd 5 were repealed 5 
On ^^r/i&kin^s, kingdoms, rofej kings, kingdoms, fell ; 
£21x1^ fages lighted up the/«_«» world j 

O 3 "^xo^xtv^^ 
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Like him they ferve, they trembU, and beiievt. 
Is there hypocrify fo foul as this.; i 

So fatal to the welfare of the world? 
What deteftatwiy yfh^cofitempty their due ! 
And, if \inpaid, be thankM for their efcape 
That Chriftian candour they y?r/w hard to fcorn: 
If not for that afylum^ they might iind j 

A hell on earib ; nor 'fcape a worfe heloRj^. 

With infolence, and impotence of thoug^^ 
Inftead of racking fancy, to refute^ 
Reform thy manners, and the ti-uth enjojf^-^ 
But (hall I dare confefs the dire refult ? i 

Can thy proud reafon brook fo black a brand ? 
From purer manners , to fublihur faitb^ 
Is nature's unavoidable afcent i 
An honeft deift, where the gofpel ihines. 
Matured to nobler, in the Chriftian ends. i 

When that bleft change arrives, e'en caft afide 
This fong fuperfluous \ life ivifnortal iU'ikes 
Convi6lion, in a flood of light di'vine. 
A Cbrijfian dwells, like * Uriel, in the fun j 
Meridian evidence puts Joubi to flight j i 

And ardent hope anticipates the Ikies. 
Of that bright fun, Lorenzo ! fcale the iphere : 
'Tis eofy ! it invites thee j it defcends 
From heaven to wooe, and waft tliee whence it came 
Read, and revere the /acred page ; a page j 

Where triumphs immorialiiy j a page 
Which not the whole cr^^/w/r could produce { 

Wl 
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This facred fhade, and folitude, what is it ? 
•Tis the felt prefence of the. Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. 
Vtce finks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by night. 175 
By night an Atheift half-believes a God. 

Night is fair virtue^s immemorial friend ; 
The confcious tnoon, through every diftant age. 
Has held a Iztmp to <wifihm, and let fall. 
On contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 180 

The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heaven 
Pbilofophy the fair, to dwell with men, 
And form their manners, not mflame their pride. 
While o'er his head, as fearful to molcft 
His labouring mind, the ftars in filence Aide, 185 

And feem all gazing on their future gueft. 
See him foliciting his ardent fuit 
In pri'vate audience : all the live-long night, 
Kigid in thought, and motionlefs, he ftands ; ^ 

J^or quits his theme, or pofture, till the fun t^^ 

(Rude di*unkard rifmg rofy from the main !) 
Difturbs his nobler intelleclual beam. 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 
Hail, precious moments I ftol'n from the black wafte 
Of murdered time ! Aufpicious fnidnight ! hail ! 195 
The world. excluded, every pafiion hu/h, 
And open'd a calm intercourfe with heaven. 
Here, the foul fits in council ; ponders pafl, 
Prcdeftint;s/«//<r^ a£lion; fees, not feels, '. 

• Tumultuous life, and reaibns with the ftorm \ v^f^ 
^, Vol. II. H ' ^>^ 
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All her lyes anfwers, and thinks down her charms. 

What aweful joy I What mental liberty ! 
I am not pent in darknefs ; rather fay 
(If not too bold) in d^knefs I'm embowerM. 
Delightful gloom ! the cluftering thoughts arooiid toj 
Spontaneous rife, and bloflbm in the Aiade j 
But droop by day, and ficken in tht/utt. 
nought borrows light elfewherej from rhsXfirfi^ 
Fountain of animation I whence defccnds 
Urania, my celeftial gueft I who deigns sii 

Nightly to viiit me, fo mean ; and ao^Wp 
Confcious how needful difcipline to man. 
From pleafmg dalliance with the charms of night 
My wandering thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other beat of heart ! Narciffa's tomb I jij 

Or is it feeble nature calls me back. 
And breaks my fpirit into grief again ? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold, flow puddle, creeping through my veins ? 
Or is it thus with all men ?— Thus with all. 
What are we ? How unequal I Now we ibar. 
And now we fink j to be thtfame^ tranfcends 
Our prefent prowefs. Dearly pays thtjba/ 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her clay« 
Reafon, a baffled counfellor ! but adds nj 

The bluih of weaknefs to the bane of woe. 
The nobleft fpirit, fighting her hard fate. 
In this damp, dufky region, charged with ftomit. 
But feebly flutters, yet unUught to fly } 
Or, flying, fliort her flight, axkl fure her faU. *f 

01 
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Our utmoft ftrength, when down, to rife again 5 
And not toyield^ though bedten, all onr praife. 
'Tis vain to feck in men for more than man. 
Though proud in promife, big in previous thought, 
Experienc€ damps our triumph. I, who hite, 235 

Emerging from the (hadows of the grave. 
Where grief detainM me prifoner, mounting high. 
Threw wide the gates of everlafting day. 
And caliM mankind to glory, Ihook off pain, 
MortaUty (hook off, in aether pure, 240 

And ftruck the ftarjs 5 no^w feel my fpirits fail 5 
They drop me from the zenith j down I rufh. 
Like him whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, 
In forrow drown"'d — ^but not in forrow loft. 
How wretched is the man who never mourn*d! 245 
I dive for precious pearl mforroiv's ftream : 
Not fo the thoughtlefs man that only grieves : 
Tikes all the torment, and rejefts the gain 
(Ineftimable gain !) and gives heaven leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wife. 250 

If wifdom is our leflTon (and what eife 
Ennobles man ? what elfe have angels learnt ?) 
Grief! more proficients in thy fchool are made, 
lih^Ln genius, or proud lear/iing, e'er could boaft. 
Voracious learning, often over-fed, 255 

Digefts not into fcnfe her motley meal. 
This book-cafe, with dark boot}'- almoft burft. 
This forager on others' wifdom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reafon, quite untill'd. 
With mixt manure ihe furfeits the rank foil, 260 

H a r^^Tv^Cv, 
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DungM, but not dreft 5 and rich to beggary. 

A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 

Iierfer*vaufs wealthy incumber^ iviJHom mounit. 
And what fays genius ? " Let the dmU he ivi/e.'* 
, CeniuSf too hard for rights can prove it wrong i ii\ 

And loves to boaft, where blufh men lefs infpirU 

It pleads exemption from the laws ai fenfe \ 

Confiders reafon as a leveler ; 

And fcoms to (hare a blefiing with the croud. 

That wife it could be, thinks an ample claim 1 

To ghty^ and to pleafure gives the xeft. 

Craflus but fleeps, Ardelio is undone. 

Wifdom lefs ihudders at a fool, than Mat. 

But fwifdom fmiles, when humbled morals wetp* 

Wheny&rrcoy wounds the breaft, as ploughs, the glebe, «fi 
' And hearts obdurate feel her fbftening ihower $ 

Her feed celeftial, then, glad avi/dom fbws ; 

Her golden harveft triumphs. in the foil. 

If fo, Narcifla ! welcome my Relapfe i 
. I Ul raife a tax on my calami^. 

And reap rich compenfation from my pain. 

I Ml range the plenteous intellectual field ; 

And gather every thought of fovereign power 

To chafe the moral maladies of man $ 

Tbougbts, which may bear tranfplanting to the (kiet, 4 

Though natives- of this coarfe penurious foil ; 

Nor wholly wither there, vrhtrc ferapbs fing, 

Refin'd, exalted, not annulled, in heaven. 

Reafon, the fun that gives them birth, the fame 

In either clime, though more illuflrious iSerg* if 

Tfct* 
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lefe choicely cullM, and elegantiy rang'd, 

ill form a garland for Narciifa^s tomb i 

id, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 

Say on what themes (hall puzzled choice defcend ? . 

Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 295* 

Why men decline itj fuicide's foiil birth j 

The various kind of grief 5 i^t faults of age 5 

And death's dread charaSer — invite jny fongs'* 

And, firft th* importance of our end furvey'd. 

[ends counfel quick difmiilion of our grief : 300 

iftaken kindnefs \ our hearts heal toofoon. 

•e they more kind than be^ who flruck the blow ? 

ho bid it do his errand in our hearts, 

id bani(h peace, till nobler guefts arrive, 

id bring it back, a true and endlefs peace ? 305 

.lamities befriends t As glaring day 

' thefe unnumbered luftres robs ouriightj 

ofperity puts out unnumbered thoughts 

* import high, and light divine, to man. 

The man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy fcenes, 310 

cenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfelves!) ' 

led by choice to take his favourite walk, 

neath deaths gloomy, filent, cyprefs ihades, 

ipiercM by vanity's fantaftic ray ; 

> read his monuments, tg weigh his duft, 315 

lit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 

•renzo ! read with me Narcifla's ftone 5 

farcifla was thy favourite) let us read 

rr moral ftone ; few do6lors preach fo well \ 

vr orators fo tenderly can touch 'S'*-'^ 

n 1 "^^^ 



102 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

The feeling heart. V/h^dfatbos in the ^ate! 

Apt words can ftrike : and yet in them we fee 

Faint images of what we, btrff enjoy. 

What cauTe have nve to build on length of life ? 

^Temptations fcize, when^Jr^ir is laid aldeep^ \ 

And ill foreboded is-our ftrongeil guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humbler fluiaei 

Truth, radiant goddefs ! fallies on my foul, 
And puts deluJiofCs duiky train to flight j 
Difpels die mifts our fultry /^^foffi raiie. 

From obje6ls low, tcrreftriaj, and obfcene } 

And fhews the real eftimate of things j 

Which no man, unafflifted, ever faw j 

Fulls off the veil from 'virtue's rifing charms j 

Dete£Vs temptation in a thoufand lyes« 

Truth bids me look on men, as auttimn leaves. 

And all they bleed for, as the fummer^s duft. 

Driven by ihe whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 

I widen my horizon, gain new powers. 

See things invifible, feel things remote. 

Am prefent with futurities j think nought 

To man fo foreign, as the joys poffeft j 

Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave* 

YAo folly keeps its colour in her fight j 
Pale iJuorUly <wi/dom lofes all her charms j 
In pompous promife, from her fchemes profoundj 
If future fate (he plans, *tis all in leaves. 
Like Sibyl, unfubftantial, fleeting blifs I 
At the firft blad it vanishes in air. 
I^ot £o, celeftiali wouldft thou know, Loremo I 

4 « 
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How differ ivorldly nmfdom^ and di'vtne ? 

Juft as the waning, and the waxing moon. 

More empty nuorlMy wifdom every day 5 

And every day more fair her ri'val fliines. 

When later, there 's lefs time to play the fooL 355 

Soon our whole term for wifdom is expired 

(Thou krow'ft flie calls no council in the grave) : 

And everlafting fool is writ in fire. 

Or r^«/ wifdom wafts us to the Ikies. 

As worldly fchcmes refemble Sibyls' leaves, 360 
The good man's days to Sibyls' books compare, 
(In antient ftory read, thou know'ft the tale) 
In price ftill rifmg, as in number lefs, 
Ineftimable quite his final hour. 
For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; 365 
Infolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pay. 
•* Oh let me die his death !" all nature cries. 
** Then live his life." — All nature faulters there. 

Our great phyfician daily to confult, 

Ta commune with the grwvey our only cure. 37© 

What grave prefcribes the beft ? — A friend's j and yet. 

From a friend's grave how foon we difengage ! 

Ev'n to the dearefl, as his marble, cold. 

Why are friends ravifht from us ? 'Tis to bind. 

By foft affeSlion's tyes, on human heaits, 375 

The thought of death, which reafon, too fupine, 

Or mifemploy'd, fo rarely fattens there. 

Nor rcafon, nor affection, no, nor both - 

Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 

Behold, th' inexorable hour at hand I ^^<> 

H 4 ^Oww^V 
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Behold, th' inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief aim of Jifc, 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief and. 

Is death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote^ 
That all-important, and that only furc, 
(Come when he will) an unexpefted gueft ? 
Nay, though invited by the loudeft calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpefted ftill ? 
Though numerous meffengers are fent before^ 
To warn his great arrival. What the caule^ 
The wondrous caufe, of this myfterious ill ? 
All heaven looks down aftonifh'd at the fight. 

Is it, that life has fown her joys fo thick. 
We can't thruft in a fmgle care between ? 
Is it, that life has fuch a fwarm of cares. 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it, that time fteals on with tiowny feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
To-day is fo like yeflerday, it cheats j 
We take the lying fifter for the fame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a brook 5 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the fame life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the fame ; the fame we think 
Our life, though ftill more rapid in its flow j 
Nor mark the much, irrevocably laps'd. 
And mingled with the fea. Or (hall we fay 
(Retaining ftill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a vefltl on the ftrcam ? 
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[n life embark'd, we fmoothly down the tide 

Of time defcend, but not on time intent j 

Amus'd, unconfcious o£ the gliding wave j 

Till on a fuddem we perceive a fhockj 

We ftart, awake, look out ; what fee we there? 415. 

Our brittle bark is burft on Charon's fliore. 

Is this the caufe death flies all human thought ? 
Or is It judgment, by the tvill ftruck blind, 
That domineering miftrefs of the foul ! 
Like him fo ftrong, by Dalilah the fair ? 420 

Or is \tfear turns ftartled rea/on back. 
From looking down a precipice fo fteep ? 
'Tis dreadful j and the dread is wifely placM, 
By nature, confcious of the make of man, 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 42^ 

A flaming fword to guard the tree of life. 
By that vmaw'd, in life's moft fmiling hour. 
The good man would repine; would y«^<?r joys, 
And bum impatient for his promised fldes. 
The body on each pun6kilious pique of pride, 430 

Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein \ 
Bound o'er the barrier, rufh into the dark. 
And mar the fchemes of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ? — Furies I rife 5 
And drown in your lefs execrable yell 43^ 

Britannia's fhame. There took her gloomy flight. 
On wing impetuous, a black fullen foul, 
Blafted from hell, with horrid luft of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
$0 call'd, fa thought—- And thtn he fled the field, m^ 
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Lefs bafe the fear of death, than fear of life. 

O Britain, infamous for fuicidc ! 

An iJUmd in thy manners, far disjoinM 

From the whole world of rattoruds btriide I 

In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 44$ 

Wafh the dire ftain, nor (hock the continent. 

But thou be ihock'd, while I dete£t the caufe 
Oi felf-ajfault, expofethe monfter's birth. 
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diftant fun j 450 
The fun is innocent, thy climQabfolv'd : 
Immoral climes kind nature never made. 
The caufe I fing, in Eden might prevail. 
And proves. It is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The foul of man (let man in homage bow, 455 

Who names his foul), a native of the ikies ! 
High-born, and free, her freedom fliould maintain. 
Unfold, unmortgaged for eartb^s little bribes. 
Th' illuftrious ftranger, in this foreign land, 
hike ftrangers. Jealous of her dignity, ^ 

Studious of home, and ardent to return. 
Of earth fufpicious, earth's inchanted cup 
With cool referve light touching, Ihould indulge. 
On immortality, her godlike tafte, 
There take large draughts; make her chief banquet 
there. 465 

But fome rejeft this fuftenance divine; 
To beggarly vile appetites defcend 5 ' 

Aflt alms of earth for guefts that canie from bea^eu s 
Sink into (laves 1 and fell, iot frefent hire. 
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Their rich reverfion, and (what fhares its fate) 470 

Their n^iivt freedom, to the pnnce who fways 

This nether world. And when his payments fail. 

When his foul baiket gorges them no more. 

Or their pall'd palates loath the bafket full; 

Are inftantly, with wild demoniac rage, 475 

For breakittg all the chains of Providence, 

And burfting their confinement; though faft barfed 

By laws divine and human ; guarded ftroixg 

With borrors doubled to defend the pafs. 

The blackeft, nature^ or dire guilt can raife; 480 

And moated round with fathomlefs defiruBiofiy 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons ! is the caufe, to you unknown, 
Or worfe, o'erlook'd ; o'erlookM by mag^ftrates,. 
I'bus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed 485 

Is madnefs ; but the madnefs of the heart. 
And what is that ? Our utmoft bound of guilt. 
A fenfual, unrefie6ling life, is big 
With monftrous births, and Suicide^ to crown 
The black infernal brood« The bold to break 49Q 
Heaven's law fupreme, and defperately rufli 
Through facred nature's murder, on their own, 
Becaufe they never think of death, they die. 
'Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain. 
At once to fhun, and meditate, his end. 495 

When by the bed of languilhment we fit, 
(The feat of fwifdom ! if our choice, not fate) 
Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguifii hs^ig. 
Wipe the cold dew, or ihiy the finking head« 
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Number their moments, and, in every clock, 50© 

Start at the voice of an Eternity j 

See the dim lamp of life juft feebly lift 

An agonizing beam> at us to gaze^ 

Then (ink again, and quiver into death. 

That raoft pathetic herald of our own $ 505 

How read we fuch fad fcenes > As fent to man 

In perfeft vengeance ? No ; in pity fent. 

To melt him down, like wax, and then imprefs. 

Indelible, death's image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 510 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile. 

The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 

Our quick-returning yb//v cancels all j 

As the tide ruihing rales what is writ 

In yielding fands, and fmooths the lettered /hore. 515 
Lorenzo ! haft thou ever weighed ^Jigb? 

Or ftudy'd the philofophy of tean ? 

(A fcience, yet unle61urM in our fchools I 

Haft thou defcended deep into the breaft. 

And feen their fource ? If not, defcend with mc, 5id 

And trr.ce thefe briny rivulets to their fprings. 
Our funeral tears from different caufes rife. 

As if from feparate ciftems in the foul. 

Of 'various kinds ^ they flow. From tender hearts. 

By foft contagion callM, fome burft at once, rij 

And ftream obfequious to the leading eye. 

Some alk more time, by curious art diftill'd. 

Some hearts, in fecret hard, unapt to melt. 

Struck by the magic of the public eye, 

ljk» 
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Like Mofes' fmitten rock, gufli out amain. 5,30 

^^tme weep to Ihare thcxfate of the deceasMy 
So high in merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell on praifes, which they think they ihar&j 
And thus, without a blufli, commend (hemfelves. 
Some mourn, in proof, that fomething they could 
love : ^\% 

They weep not to reUe<ve their grief, hjitflicw. 
Some weep in perfect, juftice to the dead. 
As confcious all their love is in arrear. 
^ozwf mifchievoufly weep, not unappriz'd. 
Tears, fometimcs, aid the conqueft of an eye, .540 
With what addrefs the foft Ephefians draw 
Their fable net- work o'er entangled hearts ! 
As feen through cryftal, how their rofes glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek } 
' Of her's not prouder Egypt's. wanton queen, 545 

Caroufing gems, herfelf diffolv'd in love. 
Some weep at deaths abftra£led from- the J^^i<^, 
And celebrate, like Charles, their, own deceafe. 
By kind conftru£Uon fome are deemed to weep, 
fiecaufe a decent veil conceals their joy. 55* 

Some weep in earneft, and yet weep in vain 5 
As deep in indifcretion, as in woe. 
Pajpon, blind pailion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deferve more tears ; while reafon deeps ; 
Qr gazes like an idiot, unconcemM ; 555 

Nor comprehends the meaning of the.ftorm } 
Knows, not it fpeaks to ber^ andhera/00#« 
IrrationaU all forrow are beneath. 
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That noble gift I that privilege of man ! 
Froiti yorrcwV pang, tlie birth of endlefs joy. * 
But tbefe are barren of that birth divine : 
They weep impetuous^ as the Aimmer ftorm. 
And full as ihort! The cruel grief Coon tamM, 
They make a pafHme of the ftinglefs talc ; 
.Far as the deep refounding knell, they fprcad 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 
No grain of «wifJom ^ays them for their nv^e. 

Half-round the globe, the tears pump'd up by i 
Are fpent in watering vanities of life j 
In mskingfoily fiourifh ftill more fair. 
When the lick foul, her wonted ftay withdrawn, 
Jleclines on earth, and forrows in the duft ^ 
Inftead of learning, there, her true /ifppor/. 
Though there thrown down her true fupport to Icai 
Without heaven's aid, impatient to be bleft. 
She crawls to the next Oirub, or bramble vile. 
Though from the ftately cedar's arms fhe fell ; 
AVith ftale, forfwom embraces, clings anevir^ 
The ftranger weds, and bloffoms, as before, 
.In all the fruitlefs fopperies of life : 
•Prefents her iveeti, well fancy'd, at the ball. 
And raffles for the deatb^s head on the ring. 

So wept Aurelia, till the deftin'd youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making fmiles. 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clarlfla's fate 5 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in hi$ birth I 
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Not fuch, Narciffa, my diftrefs for Thee. 

I '11 make an altar of thy fa<:red tomb, 590 

To facrifice to wiiilom. What waft Thou ? 

** T$u»g, gay, ^nd fortunate r'' Each yields a theme. 

ril dwell on each, to fliun thought more fevcre j 

(Heaven knows I labour with'feverer ftill !) 

I Ml dwell on each, and quite exhauft thy death, 595 

A foul without refle6lion, like a pile 

Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, firft, thy youth. What fays it to grey hairs ! 
Narciffa, I 'm become thy pupil noiu — 
Early, bright, tranfient, chafte, as morning dew, 600 
She fparkied, was exhaPd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has fnow*d 5 yet iftill 'tis borne 
Aloft; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Covered with ihame I fpeak it, age fcvere 
Old worn-out vice fets down for virtue fair j 603 

With gracelefs gravity, chaftifing youth, 
That youth chattisM furpafling in a fault. 
Father of all, forgetfulnefs of death : 
As if, like obje^ls prefling on the fight. 
Death had advanced too near us to be feen : 6x0 

Or, that lifers loan time ripen*d into right ; 
And men might plead prefcription from the grave j 
Deathlefs, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathlefs ? far from it ! fuch are dead already 5 
Their hearts are buiyM, and the world their grave, 615 

Tell me, fome god ! my guardian angel I tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
The pbaatom of an age *twixt us and death 

Alreajd^ 
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Already at the door ? He knocks, we hear, 
3-nd yet we will not hear. What mail defends izM 
Our untouched hearts ? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thoufand quiver« 
. Is daily darted, and is daily fhunn'd ? 
We Hand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
..Arounid- us falling; wounded oft ourfelves ; -625 

though bleeding with our wounds, immortal ftill I • 
We fee time's furrqws on another's brow, 
(And death intrench'd, preparing his aflault ; 
How few themfclves in that juft mirror fee ! 
<Or, feeing, draw their inference as ftrong ! 630 

There death is certaiiv; doubtful ber^ : he muft, 
And/oon $ we may, within an age, expire. 
Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are greeny 
Like damaged clocks, whofe hand and bell diflfent ; 
J!olly fingsSix, while JV/r/«r^ points at Twelve. 63.5 

Abfurd longevity ! More, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more tralh of every kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when reliih fails i 
ObjeBf and appetiteymyiSi club for joy; 
.Shall y^/Zy labour hard to mend the bow, 64* 

Baubles, I mean, that ftrike us from 'a'i/^0»/. 
While nature is relaxing every firing ? 
Aik /i&0«^i&/ for joy ; grow rich, and hoard <u;/Vi&i». 
Think you the foul, when this life's rattles ceafe, 
JIas nothing of more manly to fucceed ? 64$ 

Contra^ the tafte immortal; learn ev'n now 
To re)iih what A^ir^ fubfifts hereafter. 
Divine, oxitOfte^ henceforth your joys for ever. 

Of 
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Of age the glory is, to tjtnjb to die. 

That wi0i is /r^i/?, znd promife i it applstuds 650 

Paft life, and promifes our future blifs* 

What weaknefs fee not children in their fires ? 

Grand-climafl^rical abfurdities I 

.filrey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth, 

Ho^ihocking: It makes folly thrice a fool; .^55 

And our firft childhood tnight our laft defpif^. 

Feace and efleem is all that age can hope. 

Nothing but ivi/dom gives the/irfii the laflg 

Nothing, but the repute of being *wife. 

Toffy bars both ; our age is quite undone. 660 

What folly can be ranker ? Like our (hadows^ 
. Our wiihes lengthen, as our fun declines. 
No wifh ihould loiter, then, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts fhould leave the world, before the knell 
Calls for.oiir carcafes to mend the foil. $6$ 

Enough. to live in tempeft) die in port; 
Jge fhould fly concourfc, coxer in retreat 
JDefefts of ju4gment\ and the <wiWs fubduej 
W^lk thoughtful on the filent, folemn Aiore 
Of that vaft ocean it muft fail fo foon $ 670 

And ^}xt good-'works on board j ^nd wait the wind 
That Ihortly blows us into worlds unknown 5 
Jf tmconjider^d toQf a dreadful fcene! 

All fhould be prophets to themfelves ; forefoe 
Their future fate ; their future fate foretafle, } 675 

This art would wafle the bittemefs of death. 
The thought of death alone, the fear deftroysA 
J\. difafFe6lioD to that pttdous thought 
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is more than midnight darknefs on the foul. 

Which fleep^ beneath it, on a precipice^ 680 

PufTd off by the firft blaft, and loft for ever.. 

Doft afk, Lorenzo, why fo warmly preft. 
By repetition hammer'd on thine ear, 
^iie thought^af death ? That thought is the machine. 
The grar.d machine ! that heaves us from the duft, ^85 
And rears us into men. That thought, ply'-d home, 
■"Will foon reduce the ghaftly precipice 
O'er-hanging hell, will foften the defcent, 
And gently flope our pafTage to the gi-ave ; 
How warmly to be wilh'd ! What heart of flefli 690 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite ? What hand. 
Beyond the blackeft brand of cenAire bold, 
*(To fpeak a language too luell known to Thee) 
Would at a moment give its All to chance, .'695 

An^flamp the die for an eternity ? 

Aid me, Narcifla ! aid me to keep pace 
With deflifiy ; and ere her fcifl'ars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 700 

Sting thou iny flumbering reafon to fend forth 
A thought of obfervation on the foe ; 
To fally; and furvey the rapid march 
Of his ten thoufand meflengers to man ; 
Who, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all. 705 

All accident apart, by nature fignM, 
My warrant is ,gone out, though dormant yet^ 
Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 

Muft 
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^•Muft I ihtn forward mdy look for deatii ? 
IR^cknvard I turn miae eye, and find him there. 7i» 
Man is a felf-funriror erciy year. 
Man, like a ftream, tt in perpetual flow. 
Death 's a de^oycr of <}uotidian prey. 
yiy youths my mon-tuUt Hi* 5 my yefterday i 
The bold invader (haxet the ^efent hour. 715 

Each moment on the iomt^ac flutts the grave. 
While man is growing, li£e is in decreale^ 
And cradles rock us ncacer to^he tomb. 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun; 
As tapers vrafle, that Inftant they take fixe. 720 

Shall we then fear, left that Ibould come to pafiHf 
Which comes to pafs each moment of our lives ? 
If fear we muft, let that death turn us pale. 
Which murders^rengtS and ardour -, what remains 
Should rather call on death, than diead his caJL 715 
Ye partners of my fault, and ray decline I 
Thoughtlefs of death, but when your neighbour's knell 
(Rude vifitant !) knocks hard at your dull (enie. 
And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear! 
Se death your theme, in everyplace and hour i 730 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires ! 
A brother tomb to tell you ye fliall die. 
That death you dread (fo gccat is nature's ikill !) 
Know, you (hall court before you fliall enjoy. 

But you are leam'd 5 in volumes, deep you fit 9 735 
In wifdom, ftiallow: pompous ignorance! 
Would you be ftill more learned than the leamM ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be kno^wOy 

I a i^\jlK 
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And what that kno'wledge, which impairs yoMrfenfe^ 

Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 740 

Unhedg'd, lies open in life's commion field { 

And bids all welcome to the vital feaft. 

You fcom what lies before you in the page 

Of nature, and exferience, moral truth} 

Of indifpenfabic, eternal fruit ; -745 

Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods : 

And dive infcience for diftitifg^iftiM names, 

Diflioneft fomentation of yotir pride I 

Sinking in virtue, as you rife In fame. 

Vour learning, like the /i«wr/* beam, affords 750 

Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevout. 

Frozen at heart, while fpeculation fhines. 

Awake, ye curious indagators ! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 

If you would learn death's chwa£tery atteild. 755 

All cafts of conduft, all degrees of healdi. 

All dies of fortune, and all dates of age. 

Together Jhook in his impartial urn, 

•Come forth at random : or, if choice is made. 

The choice is quite farcqflic, and infults 760 

All bold conje6lure, and fond hopes of <man. 

What countlels multitudes not only leave, 

But deeply difappoiut us, by their deaths ! 

Though great our forrow, greater our furprize. 

Like other tyrants, death delights to fmite, 765 

What, fmitten, moft proclaims the pride- of . power. 
And arbitrary nod. His joy fupreme, 
Tabid the wrfetch furvive the fortunate; 
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The feeble wrap th' athletic in his fhroud ; 

And weeping fathers build their childrens tomb : 770 

Me Thine, Narcifla 1— What though fhort thy date ? 

Firtuey hotNroUing funs, the mind matures. 

That life is long,< which anfwers life's great end. 

The time that bears no fruit, deferves no name \ 

The man of wifdom is the man of years. 775 

In hoary youth Methafalems may die ; 

O how mi/dated on their flattering tombs ! 

NarciiTa's j?otf/i& has le^hirM me thus far. 
And can her gaiety give counfel too ? 
That, like the Jews fam'd oracle of gems, 780 

Sparkles inftruftion 5 fuch as throws new light. 
And opens more the cbaraSier of death ; 
111 known to tiice, Lorenzo 1 This thy vaunt : 
** Give death his due, the wretched, and the old 5 
" Ev'n let him fweep his rubbifh to the grave ^ 785 

** Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 
*' But own man born to li'ue as well as <//>." 
Wretched and old thou giv'ft him j young and gay 
He takes ; and -plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, " That fartheft from xkiefear^ 790 
•* Are often neareft to thtjiroke of Fate ?" 

All, more than common, menaces an end, 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers ihould emit a flame. 
Glad fpirits fparkled from Narcifla's eye, 795 

And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppofites wage endlefs wai*. 
For this offence, as treafon to the deep 
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Inviolable fhipor of his reign. 

Where liifl^ and turbulent ambition^ deep, 8^ 

Death took fwift vengeance. As he life detefts. 

More life is ftill more odious 5 and, reduc'i. 

By conqueft, aggrandizes more his power. 

But ixjherefore aggrandized ? By heaven's decree, 

Ta plant the foul on her eternal guard. So j 

In aweful expeftation of our end. 

Thusrxti% death's dread commiffion : '* Strike, b'ut/ff' 

** As moft darms the liviiig by the dead." 

Yitnccjlratagem delights him, znd furpriscf. 

And cruel fport with man's fecurities. Si©- 

Not finale conqueft, triumph is his aim ; 

And, where leaft fearM, there conqueft triumphs moft. 

This proves my bold aflertion not too bold. 

What are bu arts to lay. our fears afleep.?, 
Siberian 'arts his purpofes wrap up Si s 

In deep diflimulation's darkcft night. 
Like princes unconfeft in foreign courts. 
Who tTpavel under cover, death alTumes 
The name and look of llf'ey and dwells among us; 
He takes all fliapes that ferve his black defigns : S20 
Though mafter of a widerempirc ftr 
Than that*, ©""er which the Roman eagle flew. 
Like Nero, he 's a fidler, charioteer, 
Or drives his phaeton, in female guife ;•, 
i^ite unlufpedled, till, the wheel beneatR, S»5 

His difarray'd oblation he devours. 

He moft affects the fonns leaft like himfelfi 
His llender felf.. • Hence burly corpulence 
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Is his familiar wear, and fleek difguife,- 

Bebind the rofy bloom he loves to lurk, %iQ 

Or ambuih in a fmile i or wanton dive 

In dimples deep j love's eddies, which draw ia v 

Unwary hearts, and fink them in defpair. 

Such, on Narcifla's couch he loiter'd long 

Unknown; and, when detefted, ftill was feen 835 

To /mile-, fuch peace has innocence in death I 

Moft happy they I whom leaft his arts deceive. 

One eye on deathy and one full fix'd on beofven^ 

Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 

Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous fpy,' S40 

I've feen, or dreamt I faw, the tyrant dre/s f . 

Lay by his horrors, and put on his fmiles. 

Say, Mufe, foe thou remember' ft, call it back, 

And ihew Lorenzo the furpriling fcene ; 

If 'twas a dreanf, his genius can explain. 845 

'Twas in a circle of the gay I ftood. 
Death would have enter'd ; Nature puih'd him back j 
Supported by a do6lor of renowiji, 
His point he gain'd. Then artfully //^z//? 
The fage 5 for death d«fign'd to be conceal'd* 850 

He gave an old vivacious ufurcr 
His meagre afpeft-, and Ihs naked bones y 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper'dy^/r«^^^n/?-; whofe fentaftx arr^ 
Well-fafhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 855 

He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coftly linen, tuck'd his filthy fliroud. 
His crooked bow he ftraiten'd to a caue j 

1 4. ^^^ 
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And hid his deadly fhafts in Myra's eye. 

The dreadful raafquerader, thus equipt, S6o 

Out-fallies on adventures. Aik you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts. 
Let this fuffice j, fure as night follows day. 
Death treads in fleajure's footfteps round the world. 
When fleafure treads the paths, which reafm ihuns. 86j 
When, againft reafon^ not ihuts the door. 
And gaiety fupplies the place of fenfe^ 
Then, foremoft at the banquet and the ball. 
Heath leads the dance, or ftamps the deadly die ; 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 8701 

Gaily caroufing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him. 
As abfent far : and when the revel bums, 
When^f^jr is banifli'd, and triumphant thought. 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 875 

Againft him turns the Itey ; and bids him fup 
With their progenitors— He drops his maik j 
Frowns out at full ; they ftart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fudden terror and furprize. 
From his black mafque of nitre, touched by fire, 880 
He burfts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours* 
And is not thi» tiiumphant treacheiy, 
And more thanjimpk conquefty in the fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, doft thou wrap thy foul 
In foft fecurity, becaufe unknown 88^ 

Which moment is commiflion'd to deftroy ? 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death unjcertain ? Therefoir'e Thou be fixt 5 

Fixt 
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Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear. 

All expeftation of the coming foe. 890 

Roufe, ftand in arms, nor lean againft thy fpear ; 

Left (lumber fteal one moment o'er thy foul, 

JSxAfate fui-prize thee nodding. Watch, be ftrongj 

Thus give each day the merit, and r^wn. 

Of dying well ; though doom'd but once to die. 89.5 

Nor let life's period hidden (as from moft) 

Hide too from Thee the precious ufe of life. 

Early, not fudden, was Narcifla's fate. 
Soon, not furprifing, death his vifit paid. 
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, 90© 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die : 
Though y^r/j«r^ too (our third and final theme). 
As an accomplice, play'd her gainiy plumes. 
And every glittering gewgaw, on her fight. 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 9^3; 

Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man ; 
And every thought that miffes- it, is blind. 
Tor tune i with youth and gaiety , confpir'd 
To weave a triple wreath of happinefs 
{IE happinefs on earth) to crown her brow. 910^ 

And could death charge through fuch a ihining fhield^ 

That ihining fliield in<vites the tyrant'is fpear. 
As if to damp our elevated aims. 
And ilrongly preach humility to man. 
O how portentous is profperity ! 915 

How, comet-like, it threatens, while it (hines ! 
Few years but yield us proof of deaths ambition. 
To cull his viftims from the faircft fold. 
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And (heath his (hafts in all the pride of life. 

When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er ^a 

With recent honours, bloom'd with every bliis. 

Set up in oftentation, made the gaze. 

The gaudy centre, of the public eye, 

V/hen fortune thiMj^as tofsM her child in air, 

Snatcht from the Svert of an humble (late, ^vf 

Kow often have I feen him dropt at once. 

Our morning's envyl and our evening's (jgh,! 

As if her boujities were the fignal given,. 

The flowery wreath to mark the facrifice. 

And call death's arrows on the deftin'd prey. ^39 

High fortune leeros in cruel league with fate, 
A(k you for what ? To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuftrious fpoil j 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo ftill for the fublime ^^ 

Oi life ? To hang his airy ne(i on high,- 
On the flight timber of the topmoft bough, 
Rockt at each bi-eeze, and menacing a fall ?= 
Granting grim deatb at equal diftance there j 
Yet peace begins juft where ambition ends. 94x7 

What makes man wretched ? Happinefs deny'd ^' 
■ Lorenzo! no: 'Tis happinefs ^//2/«i«'t/. 
She comes too meanly dreft to win our fmile 5 
And calls herfelf Contents a homely name f 
Our flame is trmifport, and content our fcorn. 94.5 

Ambition turns, and (huts the door againft her. 
And weds a /ci/, a temp^fy in her fl:ead ; 
A temj^ejf to warm trarS^ort near of kin* 
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Unknowing what our mortal ftate admits, 

U£e's modeft joys wc ruin, while we raife j ^$cr 

And all our ecftafles are wounds to peace j 

Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And fmce thy peace is dear, ambitious youth f 
Of fortime fond !• as thoughtlefs of thy fate ! 
A& late I drew death^s pifture, to ftir up 955^ 

Thy wholfome fears ; now, drawn in contraft, fee ' 
G2iy fortune* Sy thy vain hopes to reprimand; 
See, high in air, the fportive goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks her cafket, fpreads her glittering warie, 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 96b 

Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng* 
All rufli' rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends; 
Sons o'er their fathers, fubjefts o'er their kings, 
Priefts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
^Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden (hower. 965 

Gold glitters moft, where virtue (hines no more ; 
As ftars from abfent funs have leave to ihine*. 
O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennel'd from the prifons, and the.ftews, 
Sour in, all opening in their idol's praife ; 97a* 

All, ardent, .eye each wafture of her hand. 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morfel on morfel fwaJlow down unchew'd» 
Untafted, through mad appetite for more j 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and ravenous ftill. 97^ 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleft game,. 
And bold to fcize the greateft. If (ble/l chancel) 
Court- zcphyns fwestly brc.ilbe, they launch, they Ayi 
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O'er juft, o'er facred, ali-forbidden ground, 
Prunk with the burning fcent of place or power, 980 
Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 

Or, if for men you take thera, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates furvcy. 
With aim mif-meafur'd, and impetuous ipeed^ 
Some darting, ftrike their ardent wilh far off, 985 

Through fury to poffefs it : Some fucceed. 
But ftumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From fame, by fudden blafts, 'tis whirrd away. 
And lodgM in bofoms that ne'er dreamt of gain. 
liofome it fticks fo ciofe, that, when torn off, 990 

Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad. 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. 
yogtt\itY fame (unhappy rivals !) feize, 
And rend abundance into poverty 5 995 

Loud croaks the raven of the law, and finiles : 
Smiles too the goddefs ; but fmiles moft at thoie, 
(Juft viftims of exorbitant defir^ !) 
Who perifh at their own requeft, and, whelm'4 
Beneath her load of lavifli grants, expire. looc 

Fortune is famous for her numbers (lain, 
The number fmall, which happinefs can bear. 
Though 'various for a while their fates ; at laft 
One curie involves them all : at death's approach. 
Ail read their riches backward into lofs, 1005 

And mourn, in juft proportion to their ftore. 

And death's approach (if oilhodox my fong) 
Is hafteuM by the lure of fortune' i finiles. 
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And art thou ftill a glutton of bright gold ? 
And art thou ftill rapacious of thy ruin ? xoia 

Death loves a ihining mark, a fignal blow 5 
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms; 
And ftartles thoufands with a fmgle fall. 
As when fome ftately growth of oak, or pine, 
Which nbds aloft, and proudly fpreads her fhade, 10^5 
The fun's defiance, and the flock's defence; 
By the ftrong ftrokes of labovu-ing hinds fubdued. 
Loud groamt her laft, and, rufliing from her height. 
In cumbrous ruih, thunders to the ground : 
The confcion^ forcft trembles at the fhock^ io»o 

And hill, and ftream, and diftant dale, refound. 
Thefc high-aim*d darts of Jeatb, and thefe alone, 

.. Should I-colleft, my quiver would be full. 
A quiver, which, fufpended in mid air, 

. Or near heaven's archer., in the zodiack, hung, XO25 
{So could it be) Jbould draw the public eye, 
.The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A conftellation awful, yet benign. 

To guide the gay through life's tempcftuous wave; , 

Nor fuffer them to ftrike the common rock, 1030 

• ** From greater danger to grow more fecure, 
'-** And, wrapt in happinefs, forget their fate," 

Lyfander, happy paft the common lot, 
, Was wam'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Afpafia : flie was kind -. lof 5 

In youth> form, fortune, fame, thejr both were bleft : 
All who knew, cnvy'd 5 yet in envy lov'd : 
Cm fancy form more finiiht happinefs ? 
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Fixt was the nuptial hour* Her ftatcly dome 

Koie en the founding beach. The glittering fpires 20^ 

Float in the wave, and break agalnft the ihore : 

So break thofe glittering fhadows, human joys. 

The faithlefs morning imird : he takes his leave. 

To re-embrace, in ecftafies, at eve. 

The riiing ftorm. forbids. The news arrives : 104$ 

Untold, (he faw it in her fervant^^ eye. 

She felt.it feen (her heart was apt to feel} ^ 

And, drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid, 

.In fuffocating forrows, ihares his tomb. 

^ow, round the fumptuous, bridal monumenty 1050 

The guilty billows innocently i©ar ; 

And the rough failor pafling, drops a tear, 

A tear ?— Can tears fuflice ? — ^But not for me. 

How vain our efforts ! and our arts how vain ! 

"^he difiant train of thought I took to ihun, 1055 

Has thrown me on my fate — Tbefe died together j 

Happy in ruin ! undvvorc'd by death ! 

Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is peacfr— 

Narciffa ! Pity bleeds at thought of thee. 

Yet thou waft x)nly near me \ not my f elf, 1060 

Survive mjifelfP^^Tbat .cures all other woe. 

Narciffa Jives ; Philander is forgot. 

O the foft commerce ! O the tender tyes, 

Cjofe-twifted with the fibres of the heart ! 

Ifliich, broken, break them ; and drain off the foul 1065 

cSr human joy j and make it pain to live— 

And is it then to live ? WhcnyirrA friends part, 

'Tis the furviyor die»— My heart, no more. ^ 

NIGHT 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH. 
THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

IN TWO PARTS. 

•Containing the Nature, Proof, and Import ance« 
of Immortality. 



PART THE FIRST. 

Where, among other Things, Glory and Riches 
are particularly conildered. 

T O 
THE RIGHT HON. HENRY PELHAM, 

>IRST LORD commissioner OF THE TREASURY, 
AND CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEqUER. 



PREFACE. 

FE W ages have been deeper in difpitte about reli.- 
gion than this. The difpute about religion, and 
the praftice of it, feldom go together. The ihorter, 
therefore, the difpute the better. I think it may be 
.reduced to this fingle queftion, // man immortal^ or is 
.be not F If he is not, ail our difputes are mere amufe- 
jnents, or trials of (kill. In this cafe, truth, reafon, 
religiony which give our dilcourfes fuch pomp and 

folemnity. 
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folemnity, are (as will be Ihewn) mere empty found, 
without any meaning in them. Bwt if man is im- 
mortal, it will behove him to be very ferious about 
«temal confequences^ or, in other words, to be truly 
religious. And this great fundamental truth, unefta- 
blifhed, or unawakened in the minds of men, is, "I 
conceive, the real Iburce and fupport of all our infi- 
delity i how remote Ibever the particular obje^Uons ad- 
vanced may feem to be from it. 

Senjible appearances affeft moft men much more than 
..ahflraSi reafonings-^ and we daily fee bodies drop around 
Ais, but tht foul is invisible. The power which i«c£f- 
nation has over the judgment, is greater than can he 
..well conceived by thofe that have not had an experience 
.of it J and of what numbers is it die fad intereft that 
fouls fhould not flirvive ! The heathen world confefled, 
.that they rather hoped, than firmly belie'ved immor- 
tality I And how many heathens have we ftill amongft 
.us ! The facred page.afTures us, that life and immor- 
tality is brought to light by the Gofpel : but by how 
many is the Gofpel rejefted, or overlooked! From 
thefe confidcrations, and from my being, accidentally, 
privy to the fentiments of fome particular peribns, I 
have been long perfuaded that moft, if not all, our in- 
fidels (whatever name they take, and whatever fcheme, 
•for argument's fake, and to keep themfelves in coun- 
tenance, they patronize) are fupported in their deplo- 
rable error, by fome doubt of their immortality^ at the 
bottom. And I am fatisfied, that men once thoroughly 
convinced of their immortality, are not far from being 
5 .Chriftiant« 
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ChiiiJMii Tfv it is laud to roTfW, fast a aum 
fulfycMrfoinw cfemud fBtn or fa^iyturft •rill ^otauoly 
be hit lol^ ftcnud iMit -fisnBdCty> md in^nrtiftUyf ^li- 
^^aiic jfer ^bt fnnft mcaos of dcapbg ime, «ad ie« 
cnriagr iIb otier. And of fudi sxi tram^ Asd impK^ 
•dal nifitirf » I wbD know 'dis coiLkqut&oe. 

Bat, tiunfcffc* in jvoof of this i&gft fnndafliaitjl 
tnitliy tear jpbdn ai;i;iiBieatt ape ofieiwl ; argufu«ot£ 
.dgritctex3m|rinqples wfaich Jnlkkdft admit k comnKMi 
sfitk Bcfievcnj axgumcms.^ ifliidi aiqxar -ip me altci- 
^/Aa inxfiftiblej and fut^ as^ lam £rtisfied» will^ve 
^rfcat wj^ vidi all« «^ ipne Ikemieltes the fismll 
^niiiMecf lOolriHig Knoufly into IfaeirownbofiHSiSyand 
-of oMsrrin^ vidi an j tokrabk depve <£ atientiaDy 
what dailjpa&s rcmnd about them in llie worid. If 
sooK srgvmcDts flkally btrt, occur^ wnidi oditn kavc 
^declined* tJKj are fubmxtisdy widi all drfrirnrr^ t» 
lieCttr jodgmesti in lliii» of afi points die mgf im- 
portant. For, as to the Being of a God, liiat is no 
longer di^KHied^ but it b nndi^atedfortiusreaionME^i 
ffix^ bcranif^ where the kaft pcttence to reafim is ad- 
mitted; it miift for ever be indiipntabk. And of con- 
feqnence no man can be betrayed into a difpute of that 
natore by 'vamly % which has a principal fliare in ani- 
mating our modem combatants againft other articles of 
our Belief. 
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NIGHT VI. 

SHE •' (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 
Not early, like Narcifla, left the fcene j 
Nor fudden, like Philander. What avail ? 
This feemlng mitigation but inflames j 
This fancy'd medicine heightens the difeafe. ^ 

The longer known, the clofer ftill flie g^rewj 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 
*Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts. 
By tardy preflure's ftill encreafmg weight. 
From hardeft hearts, confeflion of diftrefs. lo 

O the long, dark approach through years of pain. 
Death's gallery ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
With difmal doubty and fable terror y hung; 
Sick bcpe*s pale lamp its only glimmering ray : 
There, fate my melancholy walk ordain'd, j^ 

YoxhifS. felf'loue itfelf to flatter, there. 
How. oft I gaz'd, prophetically fad I 
How oft I faw her dead, while yet in fmiles ! 
In fmiles flie funk her grief to leflen mine. 
She fpoke me comfort, and increased my pain. so 

Like poweiful armies trenching at a town. 
By flow, and filent, but reflftlefs fap. 
In his pale progrefs gently gaining ground. 
Death urg'd his deadly fiege i in fpite of art. 
Of all the balmy blefllings nature lends 2^ 

To fuccour frail humanity. Ye ftars ! 
(Not noYT Jirfl made familiar to my fight) 

And 
• Referrittg to Nigjxt V, 
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And thou, O moon ! bear witnefs 5 many a night 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty'd down by fore attention to the ihock, 30 

By ceafelefs depredations on a life 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poft 
Of obfervation ! darker every hourl 
Lefs dread the day that drove me to the brink« 
And pointed at eternity below; ^j 

When my foul fhudder'd at futurity 5 
When, oh a moment^s point, th* important dye^ 
Of life and death fpun doubtful, ere it fell. 
And tum'd up life; my title to more woe, 
• But why more woe? More comfort let it be. 40 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifli'd to die ; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchednefs and pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumbered, gaird, 
BlockM up the pafs, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wifti moft ardent of the wife ? 4j^ 
Too dark the fun to fee it j higheft ftars 
Too low to reach it j death, great death alone. 
O'er ftars and fun, triumphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadful our tranjition ; though the mind. 
An artift at creating felf-alarms, 50 

Rich in expedients for inquietude. 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death^s portrait true ? The tyrant never y2i/. 
Our (ketch all random ftrokes, conjefture all 5 
Clofe Ihuts the grave, nor tells one iingle tale. 55 

Deaths and his image rifmg in the brain. 
Bear faint refemblance { never are alike; 

K X Tear 
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Fear fhakes the pencil} Fancy loves excefs; 

Dark Ignorance is lavifh of her fliades : 

And tbefe the formidable pi£hire draw. io 

But grant the worft; ^tis paftj new profpe^s liic) 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim. 
Views that o'erpay the rigours of our life j 
Views that fufpend our agonies in death. 65 

Wrapt in the thought of mmartality^ 
Wrapt in the fingle, the triumphant thought! 
Long life might lapfe, age unperceiv'd come 00 } 
And find the foul unfated with her theme. 
Its nature^ proof, importance, fire ray fong. 70 

O that my ^ng could emulate my foul ! 
Like her, immortal. No !— rthe foul difdains 
A mark fo mean ; far nobler hope inflames \ 
If endlefs ages can outweigh an hour, 
Let not the laurel, but the palm, infpirc. 75 

Thy nature, immortality ! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not ? It is but life 
In flronger thread of brighter colour fpun. 
And fpun for ever; dipt by cruel fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle bere ! So 

How Ihort our correfpondence with the fun ! 
And while it lafis, inglorious ! Our befl deeds. 
How wanting in their weight 1 Oui* higheft joys 
Small cordials to fupport i>s in our pain, 
And give us ftrength to fufifer. But how^rM/ 85 
To mingle interefls, converfe, amities. 
With all the fons of reafmf fcatter'd wide 

Through 
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Through habitable ifpace, whferever bom, 

However endow'd ! To livt fret citizens 

Of univerfal nature ! To lay liold 90 

By more than feeble ^V^ on the Supreme / 

To call heaven^s rich unfathomable mines * 

(Mines, which fupj^rt archangels in their ftate) 

Our own I To rife in fcience, as in blifs. 

Initiate in the fecrets of the fkies 1 95 

To read creation 5 read its mighty plan 

In the bare bofbm of the Deity ! 

The plan, and execution, to collate ! 

To fee, before each glance of piercing thought. 

All cloud, all ihadow, blown remote j and leave 100 

No myftery— ^but that of Love Divine, 

Which lifts us on the feraph's flaming wing. 

From earth's aceldamay this field of blood. 

Of inward anguiih, and of outward ill, 

Frbm darknefs, and from duft, to fucb a fcene ! 10^ 

Love's element ! true joy's illuftrious home ! 

From earth's fad contraft (now dcplor'd) more fair ! 

What exquiiite viciflitude of fate \ 

Bleft abfolution of our blackeft hour ! 

Lorenzo, thefe are thoughts that make man Man, no 
The wife illumine, aggrandize the great. 
How great (while yet we tread the kindred clod. 
And every moment fear to fink beneath 
The clod ijoe tread j foon trodden by our fons) 
How great, in the wild whirl of Timers purfuits, 115 
To ftop, and paufe, involv'd in high prefage, 
Through the long vifto of a thoufand years^ 

K 3, -^^ 
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To ftand contemplating our diftant felves^ 

As in a magnifying mirror feen. 

Enlarged, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine I ix« 

To prophefy our own futurities j 

To gaze in thought on what all thought tranfcends f 

To talk, with fellow-candidates, of joys 

As far beyond conception as defert, 

Ourfelves th' aftonifh'd talkers, and the tale t i»5 

Lorenzo, fwclls thy bofora at the thought I 
The fwell becomes thee : 'Tis an honeft pride* 
Rt vere thyfelf j-— and yet thyfelf defpife. 
His tmture naman can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can under- rate his merit. Take good heed,, 130 

Nor there be modcft, where tkou ihould'ft be proud \ 
That almoft univerfal error fhun. 
Howjuft our pride, when we behold thfe heights! 
Not thofe ambition paints in air, but thofe 
Reafon points out, and ardent 'virtue gains j 135 

And angels emulate 5 our pride how juft I. 
When mount we ? When thefe ihackles caft? When quit 
This cell of the creation ? This fmall neft,, 
Stuck in a corner of the univerfe. 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-fpun air ? 140 

Fine-fpun to fenfe; but grofe and feculent 
To fouls celeftial ; fouls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrofial gales, and drink a purer iky j 
Greatly ti'iumphant on Time''s farther fhore,^ 
Where ^virtue reigns, enriched with full arrears j 145 
While pofnp imperial begs an alms of peace. 

In empire high, or in proud fcience deep. 

Ye 
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Ye bom of earth ! on what can you confer, 

AVitfa half tiie dignity, with half the gain. 

The goft, the glow of rational delight, 150 

As on this theme, which angels praife and ihare ? 

Ma^s fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 

what wretched repetition clcys us tn'e f 
What periodic potions for the fick ! 
DiftemperM bodies! and diftemperM minds! 155 

In an Etermty, what fcenes fhall ftnke ! 
Adventures thiclcen ! novelties furprizc ! 
What webs of wonder flial! unravel, tkere ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven. 
And light th' Almighty's footfteps in the deep ! x6« 
How (hall the blefled day of our difcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate. 
And ftraiten its inextricable maze ! 

If inextinguilhable thirft in man 
Tp know J how rich, how full, our banquet tbere ! 165 
^herey not the moral world alone unfolds j 
The world materials, lately feen in (hades, 
And, in thofe fhades, by fragments only feen. 
And feen thofe fragments by the labouring ej'c. 
Unbroken, then, illuftrious and intire, 170 

Its ample fphere, its univerfal frame, 
In full dimenfions, fwells to the furvey j 
And enters, at one glance, the raviftit fight. 
From fome fuperior point (where, who can tell ? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods refide) 175 

How fhail the ftranger man's illumin'd eye, 
In the vail ocean of unboun4ed fpace, 

K 4 Behold 
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Behold an infinite of floating worlds 

Divide the cryftal jwaves of «ther pure. 

In endlefs voyage^ without port ? The Uafi il^ 

Of theie dtfleminated orbs, how great \ 

Great as they are, what numbers Thefe furpafs^ 

Huge, as Leviathan, to diat fnall race, 

Thofe twinkling multitudes of little life, 

He fwallows unperceiv'd ? Stupendous Theib't rSfp 

Yet what are thefb ftupendous to the fwbole P 

As particles, as atoms ill perceiv'd 5 

As circulating globules in our veins ^ 

So vaft the plan. Fecundity divine 1 

Exuberant Source 1 perhaps, I wrong' thee ftilL. r^ 

If admiration is a foucce of joy. 
What tran^rt hence ! yet this the leaft in heaven* 
What tbit to that illuftrious robe Ut wears. 
Who toR this mafs of wonders from his haad^ 
A fpecimenji an eameft of his power ? i^ 

'Tis to that glory y whence all glory flows. 
As the mead^s meaneft floweret to the fun, 
Which gave it birth. But what, this fun of heaven ^ 
This blifs fupreme of th« fupremely bleft ? 
Death, only death, the queftion can refolve* too 

By death, cheap-bought th' ideas of our joy ^ 
The bare ideas ! folid happinefs 
So diftant from its fhadow chasM below. 

And chafe we ftill the phantom through ^e tatf 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? ao^ 
And toil we ttill for fublunary pay ? 
Defy the dangers of the field and flood. 

Or,. 
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Or, fpider-Hke, ipin out our pxecious A1I> 

Our more than vitals Upha (if no regud 

To great futurity) in curious webs ant 

Of fubtle thought, and exquifite defiga ; 

(Fine net-work, of the brain 1) to catch a fly t 

The momentary bu» of vain renown ! 

A nami I a mortal immortality I 

Or (meaner ftill I) inftead of grafping air, 215 

For fordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? 
Drudge, fweat, through every fliame, for every gain. 
For vile contaminating traih ; throw up 
Our hope in heaven, our dignity with man? 
And deify the dirt, matured to gold ? 720 

Ambition^ a<wirice\ the two {Lemons thefe. 
Which goad through every flough our human herd,. 
Hard travel^ &om the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches ftoop I How fteep they climb f 
Thefe tUmons burn mankind j but moft pofleft i^f 
Lorenzo^s bofom, and turn out the ikies* 

Is it in time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom om the ihore 
To cover ocean ? or a mote, the fun ? 
Gkry and *weakb ! have they this blinding power? 230 
What if to tbem I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it furprize thee ? Be thou then furprizM $ 
Thou neither know'ft i their nature learn from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as tbefefubje^s feem. 
What clofe connexion ties them to my theme. 235 

Firft, what is true ambition ? The purfuit 
Of glory, nothing lefs than man can ihare. '- 
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Were they as vain as gaudy-minded man. 
As flatulent with fumes of felf-applaufe, 
Their arts and conquefts animals might boaft, 140 

And claim their laurel crowns, as well as We $ 
But not celefital^ Here we ftand alone \ - 
As in our form, diftinft, pre-emiflent 5 
If prone in thought, our ftature is our fhame : 
And man ihouldblufh, his forehead meets the fld^s. 245 
The 'vifible and frefent are for brutes, 
A (lender portion 1 and a narrow bound ! 
'Thefe reafony with an energy divine, 
Overleaps; and claiilis ^t future and unfeeni 
The vaft unfeen ! the future fathomlefs ! aja 

When the great foul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving grofs nature's fediments below, 
Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The fage and hero of the fields and woods, 
A^^rts his rank, and rifes into man. 255 

*rhis is ambition : This is human fire. 

Q2Xi parts ox place (two bold pretenders!) make 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng ? 

Genius and art^ ambition's boafted wings. 
Our boaft but ill deferve. A feeble aid ! 260 

Dedalian enginery I If Thefe alone 
Affift our flight, fame's flight is glorfs fall. 
Heart merit wanting, mount we ne'er fo high. 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch,, when I behold j 265 

When I behold a genius bright, and bafe. 
Of towering talents, and terreftrial aims 5 

Methinks 
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Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high fphere. 
The glorious fragments of a foul immortal. 
With rubbifh mixM, and glittering in the duft. 279 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy fight. 
At once compaffion foft, and etifvyi rift- 
But wherefore envy ? Talents angel-bright. 
If wanting worth, are (hining inftrumenta 
$n falfe ambition's hand, to finifh faults 275 

Illuftrious, and give infamy renown. 

Great /// is an atchievement of great potvers. 
Plain fenfe but rarely leads us far afbay. 
Reafoit the means, affeSHons chufe our end j 
Means have no merit, if our end amtfs. 2S9 

If wrong om* hearts, our heads ai-e right in vain ; 
"What is a Pelham's head, to Pelham's heart ? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applaufe. 
Right ends, and means, make wifdom : Worldly-wift 
Xs but batf-yntttA^ at its higheft praife. 285 

Letgeniiu then dcfpair to make ^ee great j. 
Nor flatter /a//o» ; What is ftation high > 
^is a proud mendicant; it boafts, and begs ; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, 
And oft the throng denies its charity. 290> 

Monarchs and miniilers are awful names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our devoir.- 
Religion, public order, both exa£V 
External homage, and a fupple knee^ 
To beings pompoufly let up, toftrve 295 

The mcaneft flave 5 all more is merit's due. 
Her facred and inviolable right j • ' 
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Nbr ever paid tke monarchy but the man. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior 'Un/rth $ 

Nor ever fail of their alleg^iance there. 300 

Fools, indeed, drop the man in their account^ 

And vote the mantle into majefly. 

Let Xktfmallfa^age boaft his filver fur | 

His royal robe unborrowed, and unboughty 

His o^ny defcending fairly from his fires. 305 

Shall man be proud to wear bis livery, 

And fouls in ermin fcom a foul without ? 

Can place or leifen U8» or aggrandize ? 

Pygmies are pygmies ftill, though perch'd on Alps; 

.^d pyramids are pyramids in valed. 310 

Each man makes his own ftature, builds' himfelf ; 

Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids : 

Her monuments (hall laft, when Egypt's fall. 

Of tbefe fure truths doft thou demand the caufe f 
The caufe is lodg'd in immortality, 315 

Hear, and aflent. Thy bofom bums for power j 
What ftation charms thee ? I '11 inftall thee there } 
'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before f 
Then thou before waft fomething le/s than man. 
Has thy new poft betray'd thee into pride ? 310 

That treacherous pride betrays thy dignity; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, yfhich flaffs or firings can rai(e. 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darknefs foars, 
From blindnefs bold, and towering to the ikies. 325 
*Tis bom of ignorance, which knows not man ; 
An angel's fecond ; nor his fecond, long. 

A Nero 
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A Neco quitting his imperial tiironoy 

Anil comrting giory from the tinkling firing, 

But faintly fhadows an immortal Tcyl, 330 

With empire's feif, to^>ride, or rapture, fir'd* 

If nobler motives minifter no cure, 

£y*n xsuiity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place: *tis more; 
Jut makes the poft ftand candidate for Thee ; 335 

Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeft man | 
Though no exchequer it commands, His wealthy 
And though it wears no ribband^ 'tis renown j 
Renown, that would not quit thee, though diigracM, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a mailer's imile. 340 

Other ambition nature interdifts ; 
Nature proclaims it moft abfurd in man. 
By pointing at his origin, and end ; 
Milk, and a fwathe, atjirfty his whole demand ; 
His whole domain, at loft, atuif, or done; 345 

To whom, bettveen^ a world may feem too fmalL 

Souls trtdy great dart forward on the wing 
Of jujf ambition, to the grand refult. 
The curtain's fallj there^ fee the buflcin'd chief 
Unlhod behind this momentaiy fcene ; 350 

Keduc'd to his own ftature, low or high. 
As vice, or virtue, (inks him, or fublimes } 
And laugh at this fantaftic mummery. 
This antic prelude of grotefque events, 
Where dwarfs are often (lilted, and betray 355 

A littlenefs of foul by worlds o'er-run. 
And nations laid in blood* Dread iaciifice 

5 T« 
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To Cbriftian pride ! which had with horror fhockM 

The darkeft pagans offcr'd to their gods. 

^ O thou moft Cbrtftian enemy to peace ! 360 

Again in arras ? Again provoking fate ? 

That prince, and That alone, is truly great. 

Who draws the fword reluftant, gladly fheathes 5 

On empire builds what empire far outweighs. 

And makes his throne a fcaffold to the (kiesi, 365 

Why ibis fo rare ? Becaufe forgot, of all 
The day of death j that venerable day. 
Which fits as judge \ that day, which fhall pronounoe 
On all our days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
X«orenzo, neyer fhut thy thought againft it | 370 

Be le<vees ne'er fo full, afford it room. 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend confulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell the fair, if thou art great, or mean. 

To doat on aught may leave us, or be left, 375 

Is That ambition ? Then let flames defcendy 
Point to the centre their inverted fpires, 
And learn humiliation from a fou]. 
Which boafts her lineage from celeftial fire. 
Yet tbefe are they the world pronounces wife; 38a 

The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong. 
And calls «ew wifdom t ev'n the grave man lends 
His folemn face, to countenance the coin, 
Wifdom for parts is madnefs for the whole. 
This ftamps the paradox, and gives us leave 3815 

To call the wifeft weak, the richeft poor. 
The moft ambitious, unsunbitious, mean; 

I» 
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^Sky-bom, iky-guided, flsy-returning race f 
£re6^y immoEtal^ rational, divine! 
hifenfesy which iohient earth, and hea^trens 9 4M 

Enjoy the varidus riches nature yields s 
Ji'ar nobler! gifve tbeiiches they enjoy $ 
<yiye tafte to fruits $ and harmony to groires $ 
Their radi»it beams to gold, and gold^s bright fire ; 
T:a4c.e in, at once, the landfcape of the wcnrld, 4S5 
At a fmall inlet, vrhich a sprain mig^t cloie. 
And half create the wondrous world they fee. 
'Qyxvfenfes^ as our rtafon^ are divine. 
But for the magic organ *s powerfiil charm, 
JBanth were a rude, uncolour-d chaos, ftill. 430 

CbjeSs are but th' occasion s ours th' exploit i 
<Ours is the cloth, the pencil, »id the paint. 
Which nature^s admirable pi6lure draws:; 
And beautifies creation *s an\ple dome. 
^\k^ Milton's Eve, when gazing on the lake, 435 

Man makes the matchlefs image, man admires. 
-Say then, ShaU man, his thoughts all fent abi:oad, 
Superior wonders in himfelf forgot. 
His admiratiou'wafte on obje6ls round, 
'When heaven makes him die foul of all be fees ? 440 
Abfurd ! not rare ! fo great, fo mean, is man. 

What wealth infenfa fuch as thefe ! What wealth 
ItL fancy, fifA to form a fairer fcene 
Th^n/enfe furveys ! In memorfs firm record. 
Which, fhould it perifh, could this wodd recall 445 
From the dark ihadows of o'erwhelmii^ years ! 
In Qolours frefh, originally bright, 

Prcferve 
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-Preferve its portrait, and rqjort its fate ! 

What wealth in intelle&t that fbvereign power! 

'Which, fenfe and fancy fummons to the bar j 45» 

Interrogates, approves, or reprehends^ 

And from the mafs thofe underlings import, 

-From their materials fifted, and rcfin'd. 

And in iruth^s balance accurately weighed. 

Forms ar/, znA fdencef go'vernment, and /a«Lw; 455 

The folid bails, and the beauteous frame, 

The vitals, and the grace of cvvil life ! 

And manners (fad exception ! ) fet afide. 

Strikes out, with mailer hand, a copy fair 

Of His idea, whofe indulgent thought 460 

X'O^g, long, ere chaos teemM, planned human blifs. 

What tuealfh-m fouls that foar, dive, range around* 
Difdaining. limit, or from place, or time ; 
And hear at once, in thought extenfivc, hear 
Th' Almi^ty Fiat, -and the Trumpets fou?td ! 465 
Bold, on creation's outfide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er fliall bc,j 
Commanding, with- omnipotence of thought. 
Creations new in fancy's field to rife I 
Souls, tliat can grafp whatever th' Almighty made, 470 
And wander wild through things impoifible ! 
What ^wealthy in faculties of endlefs growth. 
In quenchlefs fajfions violent to crave. 
In liberty to chufe, in poiver to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches rife !) 47$ 

Duration to ^^^^r«<i^tf*— boundlefs blifs I 

Vol. II. L Aik 
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Alk you, what ponver refides in feeble man 
That blifs to gain ? Is 'virtue's^ then, unknovim ? 
Virtue, our prefent peace, our future prize* 
Man's unprecarious, natural cftate, 4S» 

Improveable at will, in virtue lies 5 
Its tenure fure i its income is divine. 

High -built abundance, heap on heap ! for what ? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 
Then, make a richer fcramble for the throng f 4S5 
Soon as this feeble pulfe, which leaps fo long 
Alraoft by miracle, is tir'd with play. 
Like rubbifh from difploding engines thrown^ 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe ; fly to foreigners, to foes 5 49^ 

New maflers court, and call the former fool 
(Howjuftly!) for dependence on their ftay. 
Wide fcatter, firft, our play- things 5 then, our duft* 

Doft court abundance for the fake of peace ? 
I^carn, and lament thy felf-defeated fchcme : 495 

Kiches enable Ioe be richer ftill ; 
And, richer JHUy -what mortal can refift ? 
Thus wealth (a ciiiel taflc-mafter !) enjoins 
New toils, fucceediog toils, an endlefs train I 
And murders peace» which taught it firft to ihine. 500 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich \ 
Whofe proud and painful privilege it is. 
At once, to bear a double load of woe $ 
To feel the flings of /in^, and of fwantf 
Outrageous want! both Indies cannot cure« 505 

A c;om- 
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A competence is vital to content. 
Much weaitk is corpulence, if not difeafe; 
Sick, or incumberM, is our happinefs, 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O he content, where heaven can give no more ! 510 
More, like a flafh of water from a lock. 
Quickens our fpirits^ movement for an bour^ 
But foon its force is fpeht, nor nib our joys 
Above our native temper's common ftream. 
Hence difappointment lurks in every prize, 515 

As bees in flowers ; and itings us with fuccefs. 
The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns; 
Nor knows the wife are privy to the lye. 
Much learning fhews how little mortals inowi 
JMuch wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy : 526 
At beft, it babies us with endlefs toys. 
And keeps us children till we drop to dufh 
As monkeys at a mirror i&and amaz'd. 
They fail to find what they fo plainly fee j 
Thus men, in ftiining riches, fee the fece 515 

Of happinefs« nor know it is a ihade^ 
But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again. 
And wifh, and wonder it is abfent ftill. 

How few can refcue opulence from want I 
Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor; - 53^1 

Who lives to fancy, never can be riclu 
Poor is the man in debt $ the man of gold* 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her power. 
The man of reafon fmiles at her, and death* 
O what a patrimony this ! A being 535 

L » Of 
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Of fuch inherent ftrength and majefty. 
Not worlds poffcft can raife it ; worlds defltroy'd 
Can't injure ; which hold$ on its glorious courfc. 
When thine, O Nature ! ends j too bleft to mourn 
Cifoationf'* gbfequies. What treafure, this i 54^0 

The Monarch is a beggar to liie Man. 
Immortal! Ages paft, yet nothing gone ! 
Morn withqut eve I a race without a goal! 
Unfliorten'd by progrefiion infinite I 
Futurity for ever future ! Life 545 

Beginning fiill where computation ends I 
'Tis the defcription of a Deity f 
'Tis the defcription of the meaneft Jlafve : 
The meaneft (lave dares then Lorenzo fcom ? 
Tij^ meaneft flave thy fo'uereign glory /hares. 5<* 

Proud youth ! faftidious of th6 lo^wer world ! 
Man's la<wful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the loweft 5 is too great to find 
Inferiors ; all immortal ! brothers all ! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. j^^ 

Immortal ! What can ftrike xktfenfe fo fh-ong. 
As this ^tfozd? It thunders to the thought j 
Reafon amazes j gratitude overwhelms ; 
No more we (lumber on the brink of fate ; 
RousM at the found, th' exulting foul afcends, 560 
And breathes her native air ; an air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fails ethereal fires ; 
Quick kindles all that is divine within us j 
Nor leaves one loitering thought beneath the ftars. 

• Has 
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Has not Lorenzo's bofom caught the flame ? 565 
Imntortal! Were but ««tf immortal, how 
Would others envy I How would thrones adore ! 
Becaufe 'tis common, is the blefling loft ? 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of heaven ! 
O vain, vain, vain, allelfe! Eternity! 570 

A glorious, and a needful refuge, tbat^ 
From vile imprifonment, in abje6t views. 
*Tis immortality y 'tis that alone. 
Amid life's fains, abafement, emptinefs^ 
The foul can comfort, ele-vatet and///. 575 

That only, and that amply, this performs j 
Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above ; 
Their terror thofe, and ibefe their luftre lofe 5 
Eternity depending covers all ; 

Eternity depending all atchieves ; 580 

Sets earth at diftance ; cafts her into Hiades \ 
Blends her diftin£Uons ; abrogates her powers j 
.The low, the lofty, joyous, and fevere. 
Fortune's dread frowns, and fafcinating fmiles. 
Make one promifcuous and negle£led heap, 5S5 

The man beneath ; if I may call him man. 
Whom Immortality" s full force infpircs. 
Nothing terreftrial touches his high thought ; 
Suns (hine unfeen, and thunders roll unheard. 
By minds quite confcious of their high defcent, 590 
Their prelent province, and their future prize \ 
Divinely darting upward every wi/h. 
Warm on the wing, in glorious ahfence loft I 

L 3 Doubt 
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Doubt you this truth ? Why labours your belief* 

If earth's whole orb by fome due diftancM eye 595 

Were feen at once, her towering Alps would fink. 

And level'd Atlas leave an even fphere. 

Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire. 

Is fwallowM in Eternity s vaft round. 

To that ftupendous view when fouls awake, 600 

So large of late, fo mountainous to man," 
*rime^s toys fubfide j and equal all below. 
Enthufiaftic,, this ? Then all are weak. 
But rank enthufiafts. To this godlike heiglit 
Sorae fouls Kaveibar'd; or martyrs ne'er had bJed. 605 

•And all may do, what has by man been done. 
Who, beaten by thcfe fublunary ftorms, 
Bouodiefs, interminable joys can weigh, 
Uarapturfd, unexalted, uninflam'd? 
What flave unbleft, who from to-morrow's dawn tf 10 
Experts an empire ? He forgets^ his chain. 
And, thron'd in thought, his abfent fceptre waves. 

And what a fceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Hsr own inunenfe appointments to compute, 
Oi comprehend her high prerogatives, ^15 

In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human foul divine ^ 
Tw great the bounty feems for earthly joy \ 
What heart but trembles at fo ftrangc a blifs ? 

In fpite of all the truths the Mufe has fvng, 620^ 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough I enough revolv'd \ 
Are there who wrap the world fo clofe about them-,. 
They fee na farther than thjc clouds ^ and dUnce 
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On heedlefs vanity*s fantaftic toe, 

Till, ftumbling at a ftraw, in their career, 625 ^ 

Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and fong T 

Are there, Lorenzo? Is it poilible ? 

Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 

Who lodge a foul immortal in their breads ; 

Unconfcious as the mountain of its orej 630 

Or rock, of its ineftimable gem ? 

When rocks fhall melt, and mountains vanilh, thefe 

Shall know their treafure ] trcafiue, tbefiy no more. 

Are there (ftill more amazing!) who rcfift 
The rifing thought ? who fmother, in its birth, • 635 

The glorious truth ? who ftruggle to be brutes ? 

Who through this bofom-barrier burft their way. 

And, with reversed ambition, ftrive to fink ? 

Who labour downwards through th' oppofing powers 
Of inftin£l, reafon, and the world againil them, 640 

To difmal hopes, and fhelter in the ihock 

Of endlefs night; nigl^t darker than the grave's ? 

Who fight the proofs of immortality ? 

With horrid zeal, and execrable arts, 

Work all their engines, level their black fires, ^5« 

To blot from man this attribute divine, 

(Than vital blood far dearer to the wife) 

Blafphf mers, and rank atheifts to tbemfehjts f 
To contradift them, fee all nature rile ! 

What obje^i, what event, the moon beneath, ^50 

But argues, or endears, an after-fcene ? 

To reafon proves, or weds it to dejire F 

Ail things proclaim it needful i fome advance 
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One precious ftep beyond, and prove \tfure. 

A thoufand arguments fwarm round my pen, (^55 

From heaven^ and earthy and man. Indulge a few 

By nature, as her common Babit, worn f 

So prejjing Providence a truth to teach, 

Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain. • 

Thou ! whofe all-jMrovidential Eye furveys, 6to 

Whofe Hand directs, whofe Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond! 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguft 1 
Of two Eternities amazing Lord ! 
One paft, ere man's or angel's had begun ^ ^'^^ 

Aid ! while Lrefcue from, the foe's ailault 
^hy glorious Immortality in man : 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight. 
Of moment infinite ! but reliih'd moft 
By thofe wholove Thee moft, who moft adore. 67O 

Nature, thy daughter, ever- changing birth 
Of Thee the Great Immutable, to man 
S{)caks wifdom j is his oracle fupreme ; 
And he who moft confults her, is moft wife. 
Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delphos hafte j 675 

And come back all-immortal j all-divine : 
Look nature througli, 'tis revolution all; 
All change ; no death. Day follows night 5 and night 
The dying day j ftars rife, and fet, and rife ; 
Earth takes th' example. See, the Summer gay, 680 
With her green chaplet, and ambrofial flowers. 
Droops into pallid Autumn : Winter grey, 
Horrid with froft, and turbulent with ftorm, 

Blows 
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Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits> away : 
Then melts into the Spring : Soft Spring, with 
breath 6S5 

Favonian, from warm chambers of the fouth. 
Recalls ihe/irfi. All, to re-flourifli, fades j 
As in a wheel, all finks, to re-afcend. 
£mblems of man, who pafTes, not expires. 

With this minute diftinftion, emblems juft,. 690* 
Nature revolves, but man advances ; both 
Eternal, that a circle, this a line. 
That gravitates, this foars. Th' afpiring foul. 
Anient, and tremuious, like flame, afcends. 
Zeal and bumiUty her wings, to. heaven. Cg^ 

The world of matter, with its various forms. 
All dies inta new life. Life bom from death 
Rolls the vaft mafs, and fhall for ever roll. 
No fingle atom, once in being, lod, 
With change of counfel charges the Moft. High. 700- 

What hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be ? 
Matter immortal ? And (hall Spirii^ die ? 
Above the nobler, fhall lefs noble rife? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives. 
No refurreftion know ? Shall Man alone, 705; 

Imperial Man ! be fown in barren ground, 
Lefs privilegM than grain, on which he feeds ) 
Is Man, in whom alone is power, to prize 
The blifs of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the fpleen of fate, 710 

Serenely doom'd deatb^s fingle unredeemed f 
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If nature's revolution fpeaks aloud. 
In her gradation, hear her louder ftilL 
Look nature through, 'tis ne^t gradation all. 
By what minute degrees her fcale afcends I 715 

Each middle nature join'd at each extreme^ 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts, into parts reciprocally fliot. 
Abhor divorce ; what love of union reigns I 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life j 710 

Half-life, half-death, join there j here, life and feirfe; 
There, fenfc from reafon fteals a glimmering ray j 
Keafon (hines out in man. But how preferv'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life ? thofe realms of blifs, 715 

Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal 5 earthy, part. 
And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man. 
Eternal i or in man the feries ends, 
♦Wide yawns the gap 5 connexion is no more $ 730 

Checked reafon halts ; her next ftep wants fupport j 
Striving to climb, ihe tumbles from her fcheme % 
A fcheme, analogy pronounced fo true 5 
Analogy, man's fureft guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 735 

And will Lorenzo, carelefs of the call, 
Falfe attefbtion on all nature charge. 
Rather than violate his league with death ^ 
Renounce his reafon, rather than renounce 
The duft belovM, and run the rifque of heaven ? 740 
O what indignity to deathlefs fouls i 

What 
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"What treafon to the majefty of man ! 

Of man immortal ! Hear the lofty ftyle : 

** If fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 

*« Let earth diflblve, yon pondrous orbs defcend, 745 

*^ And grind us into duft. The/oul is fafe ; 

** The man emerges j mounts above the wreck, 

** As towering flame from nature's funeral pyre 5 

** O'er devaftation, as a gainer, fmiles ^ 

*« His charter, his inviolable rights, 750 

** Well pleas'd to learn from thunder's impotence, 

** Death's pointlefs darts, and hell's defeated ftorms.*^ 

But thefe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! 
The glories of the world thy fevenfold y^/>/t/» 
Other ambition than of crowns in air, -755 

And fuperlunary felicities. 
Thy bofom warm. I '11 cool it, if I can 5 
And turn thofe glories that inchant, againft thee. 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
If wife, the caufe that wounds thee is thy cure* 760 

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together 
(To mount, Lorenzo never can refufe) 5 
And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwells 
Look down on earth. — What feeft thou? Wondrous. 

things ! 
Tcrreftrial wonders, that eclipie the ikies. 76 j 

What lengths of labour'd lands! what loaded feas I 
Loaded by man, for pleafure, wealth, or war V 
Seas, winds, and planets, into fervice brought^ 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can th' eternal rocks his will withftandj- 770 

What 
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What leverd moirtrtams ! and what lifted vales ! 
O'er vales and mountains Aimptuous cities fwell. 
And gild our landfcape with their glittering fjpdres. 
Sonie mid the wondering waves majeftic rife j 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 775 

Far greater ftill 1 (what cannot mortal might ?) 
See, wide dominions ravifhM from- the deep ! 
The narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 
Or fouthward turn j to delicate and grand, ' 
The finer arts there ripen in the fun. 780 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Afcend the Ikies ! the proud triumphal arch 
Shews us half heaven beneath its ample bend. 
High through mid air, here, ftreams are taught to flowj 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in bafons, fleep. 785 

Here, plains turn oceans 5 there, vaft oceans join 
Through kingdoms channeled deep from fhore to fhore; 
And changM creation takes its face from man. 
•Beats thy brave bread for formidable fcenes. 
Where fame and empire wait upon the fword ? 790 
See fields in blood ; hear naval thunders rife ; 
Britannia's voice ! that awes the world to peace. 
• How yon enormous mole proje^ing breaks 
The mid-fea, furious waves ! Their roar amidft, 
OiTt-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, *< O main ! 795 

" Thus far, nor farther; ne^ refti*aints obey.'* 
Earth 's difembowel'd ! meafur'd are the ikies I 
Stars are detected in their deep recefs ! . 
Creation widens 1 vanquiih'd nature yields I 

5 Her 
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Her feciiets are extorted ! art prevails I 800 

AVhat monument of genius, fpirit, power I 

Apd now, Lorjen^zD I raptiir'd ^t th1§ iV^^ 
Whofe glories render heaven fuperfluous 1 fay, 
"Whofe footfteps thefe }— immortals have been here. 
Could lefs than fouls iaimort:^ this have doi^e ? 805 
Earth *8 cover'd o'er with proofs of fouls immortal 5 
And proofs of immortality jfor^o/. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are umbitwn^s woi^ks : . and th^fe.a^ gre^t : 
But thisy the lead immortal fouls can do; 810 

Tranfcend them all— -But what can thefe tranfcend i 
Doft a& me what ?— One figh for the d^flteft. 
\vhat then for infidels? K deeper figh. 
'Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man : 
How Utile tiiey, who think aught great below I 815 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one \ 
And that' it crowns. Here ceafe we : but, ere long, 
More powerful proof &all take the field againft thee> 
Stronger ^lan death, and fmiling at the toipb. 
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PREFACE. 

As we are at war with the power, it were well if 
we were at war with the manners, of France. A 
land of levity is a land of guilt, A ferious mind is 
the native foil of every virtue j and the fingle chara^ler 
that does true honour to mankind. The fours immor- 
taliiy has been the favourite theme with the ferious of 
all ages. Nor is itftrange; it is a fubjeft by. far themoft 
interefiing, and important, that can enter the mind of 
man. Of higheft moment this fubjeft always iajos and 
always ivUl be. Yet this its higheft moment feems to 
admit of increafe^ at this day; a fort of occafionalm- 
por^ce is fuperadded to the natural weight of it } if 

that 
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that opinion which is advanced in the preface to the 
preceding Nighty be juft. It is there fuppofed, that all 
^UTtMfiJelsy whatever fcheme, for argument's fake, and 
to keep themfelvcs in countenance, they patronize, are 
betra3red into their deplorable error, by fome doubts of 
their immortalitj, at the bottom. And the more I con- 
lider this point, the more I am perfuaded of the truth 
of that opinion. Though the diftruft of vl futurity is a 
ftrange error; yet it is an error into which bad men 
may naturally be diflre/Ted. For it is impoflible to bid 
defiance to final ruin, without fome refuge in imagi- 
nation, fome prefumption of efcape. And what pre- 
fiunption is there ? There are but two in nature 5 but 
two, within the compafs of human thought. And 
thefe are— That either God nvill not, or cnji not punift* 
Confidering the divine attributes, thefrft is too grofs 
to be digefted by our ftrongeil wiHies. And fmce om^ 
mpotenc£ is as much a divine attribute as bolinefsy that 
God catutot punifh, is as abfurd a fuppofition, as the 
former. God certainly can punifh as long as wicked 
menezift. In non-exiftence, therefore, is their only 
zefuge; and, confequently, non-exifience is their 
ftrongeft wifh. And ftrong wifhcs have a grange in- 
fluence on our opinions ; tliey bias the judgment in 1 
manner, almoft, incredible. And fmce on this mem- 
ber of thiar aiternati*v€, there are fome very fmall ap- 
fearancet in their /iwowr, and none at all on the other j 
they catch at this reed, they lay hold on this chima^rra, 
to ^ve themfebres from the (hock and horror of an im- 
mediati and abfolute defpair. 

On 
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On reviewing my fubjef^, by the light which tlk 
argument, and others of like tendency » threw upon it» 
I was more inclined than ever to purAie it, as it ap- 
peared to me to iirike dire6Uy at the naain root of off 
qur infidelity. In the following pages it is, accord- 
ingly, purfued at large ; and fome arguments for im- 
v\ortality, new at leaft to me, are ventured on in them. 
There alio the writer has made an attempt to fet die 
grofs abfurdities and horrors of 4inmbilatwi$ in a fuUir 
^ad more affe^ling view, than is (I think) to be met 
with elfewhere. 

The gentlemen, for whofe fake this attempt was 
chiefly made, profefs great admiration for the wifdoa 
•^ heathen antiquity : what pity it is they are not fin- 
cere ! If they were iincere, how would it mortify then 
to conftder, with what contempt and abhorrence their 
notions would have been received by tkofe whom they 
fo much admire ! What degree of contempt and ab- 
horrence would fall to their ihare, may be conje^huxd 
by the following matter of fa£l (in my opinion) ex- 
tremely memorable. Of all their heathen worthies, 
Socrates (it is well known) was the moft guarded^ 
difpaflionate, and compofed : yet this great mafter of 
temper was angry ; and angry at. his laA hour ; and 
angry with his friend i and angry for what deferred 
acknowledgement \ angry for a right and tender inftance 
of true friendihip towards him. Is not this furprizing ? 
What could be the caufe? The caufe was for his 
honour; it was a truly noble, though, perhaps, a too 
pun^ilious, regard for immortality s for his friend 

aikin^ 
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afking him, with ftich an afFe6Uonate concern as became 
a friend, " Where he fliould depofit his remains ?*' it 
vras refented by Socrates, as implying a diihonourable 
Tuppofition, that he could be fo mean, as to have a* 
regard for any thing, even in himfelf, that was mt 
immortal. 

This fa6l well confidered would make our infidels 
-withdraw their admiration from Socrates; or make 
them endeavour, by their imitation of this illuftrious ' 
example, to fhare his glory : and, confequently, it 
would incline them to perufe the following pages with 
candour and impartiality : which is all I defire ; and 
that, for their fakes : for I am perfuaded, that an un- 
prejudiced infidel muft, necelFarily, receive fome ad- 
Tantageous imprefiions from them. 
July 7, 1744. 



Vol. IL M CON- 



[ 162 ] 



CONTENTS OF THE SEVENTH NIGHT. 

IN the fixth Night arguments were drawn, from Na- 
turcy in proof of immortality : bere^ others are 
drawn from Man : from his Difcontent^ Ver. »9 ; from j 
his Pajffions and Powers, 64. j from the g^dual growth 
of Reafon, 81 ; from his fear of Death, 86; from the 
nature of Hope, 104, and of Virtue, 139, Sec. from I 
KnoivUihe and Lo*ve, as being the raoft eflential pro- 
perties of the foul, 253 ; from the Order of CreeOim, 
390, &c. from the nature of ^m^i/i0«, 337, &c. ^««- ' 
Wr^, 460; Pleafure, 477; adigreilion on the grandeur 
of the Pajffions, 521. Immortality alone renders our 
prefent ftate intelligible, 545. An objeftion from the 
Stoics dilbelicf of immortality anfwered, 585. End- 
lefs queflions unrefolvable, but on fuppofition of our 
immortality, 606. The natural, mod melancholy, and 
pathetic complaint of a worthy man, under the pcr- 
iuafion of no futurity, 653, &c. The grofs abfurdi- 
ties and horrors of /2««/^/7<s//o« urged home on Lorenzo, 
?42, &c. The foul's vaft importance, 9^0, &c. from 
whence it arifes, 1078. The Difficulty of being an in- 
fidel, II 31, the Infamy, 1148, the Caufe, 1183, *nd 
the CharaBer, 1203, of an infidel ftate^ What true 
free- thinking is, 12 17. The necejfary punifhnient of 
the falfe, 127 1. Man's ruin is from himfelf, 1303. 
An infidel accufcs himfelf oi guilt, and hypocrtjy 5 and 
that of the worft fort, 1319. His obligation to Cbrif- 
tians, 1337. What danger he incurs by Virtue, 1345. 
Vice recommended to him, 1 364. His high pretences 
to Virtue and Beneuolence, exploded, 1373. The 
conclufion, on the nature of Faith, 1427. Reafon, 
1439 > ^"^ Hope^ X443 i with an apology for this at- 
tenipt, 1^70. 

NIGHT 
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NIGHT VII. 

HEAVEN gives the needful, but negleftcdn call. 
What day, what hour, but knocks at human heai^* 

To yrakethe foul to fenfe of future fcenes ? 

fieatbs ftand, like Mercurys, in every way. 

And kindly point us to our joumey^s end. e 

Pope, who couldft make immortals! art thpu dead? 

J[ give thee joy : nor will I take my leave; 

^So foon to follow. Man but dives in deaths 

^Dives from the f)Lin, in fairer day to rife $ 
Tbe grave, his fubterranean road to blifs. jui 

Yes, infinite indulgence planned it fo ; 
Throu^ various parts pur glorious ftory ruxis j 
^ime gives the preface, endlefs age unrolls 
The volume (ne'er unrolPd !) of human fate. 

niSf eartb ^XLdJkies • already have proclaimed, xs 
The world '* * prophecy of worlds to come j 
And who, what God foretels (who fpeaks in tbrngs. 
Still louder than in <words) fliall dare deny ? 

,If nature's arguments appear too weak, 
Turn a new leaf, and ftronger read in man* Tjf 

. If man deeps on, untaught by what he fees. 
Can he prove infidel to what \it feels? 
He, whofe. blind thought futurity denies, 
.Unconfcious bears, Bellerophon ! like thee, 
His own indi6lnient \ he condemns himfelf ; 25 

M 2 V^ho 

• Night the Sixth. 
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Who reads his bofom, reads immortal life j 
Or, nature^ there, impofmg on her foas. 
Has written fables 5 man was made a lye* 

Why difcontent for ever harbour'd there ? 
Incurable confumption of our peace I 30 

" Refolve me, why the cottager and king^ 
He whom fea-fever'd realms obey, and he 
Who fteals his whole dominion from the vvafle> 
Repelling winter blafts with mud and ftraw^ 
Difquieted alike, draw figh for figh, 35 

In fate fo diftant,. in complaint fo near ? 

Is it, that things terrejirial can't content ? 
Deep in rich pafture, will thy flocks complain ? 
Not fo ; but to their matter is deny'd ^^ 

To (hare their fweety^r«i^. Man, ill at eaije, 40 

In this, not bis o<wn place, this foreign field* 
Where nature fodders him with other food 
Than was ordained his cravings to fuffice. 
Poor in abundance, famifh'd at afeaft. 
Sighs on for fomething moret when moft enjoy'd. 45 

Is heaven then kinder to thy flocks than thee ? 
Not fo 5 thy pafture richer, but remote ; 
In part, remote ; for that remoter part 
^an bleats from infiinSy though perhaps, debauched 
"Byfenfef his reafon .fleeps, nor dreams the caufe. 5c 
The caufe how obvious, when his reafon wakes ! 
His grief is but his grandeur in difguife j 
And difcontent is immortality. 

Shall fons of sether, fliall the blood of heaven. 
Set up their hopes gn earth; and ilable bcrc 55 

Witk 
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With brutal acquiefcence in the mire ? 

Lorenzo ! no ! they fliall be nobly painM 5 

The glorious /or«^»^rj,diftrefsM, (hall figh 

On thrones j and thou congratulate the figh : 

Man's mifcry declares him bom for blifs j 6» 

His anxious heart afferts the truth I fing. 

And gives thefceptic in his head the lye. 

Our heads, our hearts, our paj^ons, and our poiverSf 
Speak the fame language ; call us to the Ikies j 
Unripen'd the/e in this inclement clime, 65 

Scarce rife above conjefture and miftakej 
And for this land of trifles thofe too fb-ong 
Tumultuous rife, and tempeft human life : 
What prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm ? 
Meet objefts for our pajfions heaven ordain'd, 70 

Objefts that challenge all their fire, and leave 
No fault, but in defe£l : Bleft Heaven ! avert 
A bounded ardour for unbounded blifs I 
O for a blifs unbounded ! far beneath 
A foul immortal, is a mortal joy. 75 

Nor are our po^wers to perifh immature 5 
But, after feeblo effort kere^ beneath 
A brighter fun, and in a nobler foil, 
Tranlplanted from this fubhmary bed. 
Shall flourifli fair, and put forth all their bloom. 8# 

Reafon progrcfRve, infiuiB is complete ; 
Swift inJiwSi leaps j flow reafon feebly climbs. 
Brutes foon their zenith reach ; their little all 
Flov/s in at once; in ages they no more 
Cou/d know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 8^ 

M \ ^^^^ 
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Were man to live coeval "with the fun. 

The patriarch-'pupil would be learning fUll ; 

Yet, dying, leave his leflbn half unlearnt. 

Men perifli in advance, as if the fun 

Should fet ere noon, in eaftem ocean» drownM.} ^ 

If fit, with dim, illuftrious to compare. 

The fun's meridian with the foul of man. 

To man, why, ftep-dame nature! fo fevere? 

Why thrown afide thy raafter-piece half-wrought,. 

While meaner efforts thy laft hand enjoy ? 55: 

Or, if abprtively poor man muft die. 

Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in dread f 

Why curft with forefight ? Wife to mifery ^ 

Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 

Why lefs pre-eminent in rank, than pain ? xoo^ 

His immortality alone can tell 5 

Full ample fund to balance all amifs. 

And turn the fcale in favour of the juftl 

His immortality alone can folve 
The darkeft of tf«/§^///^j, human i&o/f; 105 

Of all the darkeft, if at death we die. 
Hopey eager hope, th' aiTaffin of our joy. 
All prefcnt ble:71ngs treading under foot, 
Is fcarce a milder tyrant than defpair. 
With no pad toils content, ftill planning new, xia. 
Hope turns us o'er to death alone for eafe. 
PoJftJfiGTt^ why more taftelefs than purfuit ? 
Why is a wifh far dearer than a crown ? 
That wifh accomplilhM, why, the grave of blifs ? 
■" aufc, in \ht great future bury'd deep, 115-. 

Beyond. 
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Beyond our plans of empire, and renown. 
Lies all that man with ardour fhould purfue ^ 
And He who made him, bent him to the right, 

Man's heart th' Almighty to the futurt fets. 
By fecret and inviolable fprings \ 129 

And makes his hope his fublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry ftill; 
** More, more!" the glutton cries : forfomething^au 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount, 
He fwill deicend. He ftarves on the pojfefl* 12 5 

Hence, the world's mafter, from ambition's fpire. 
In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the brute. 
In that rank fly why wallow'd empire's fon 
Supreme ? Becaufe he could no higher fly 5. 
His riot was avtbition in defpair. rse 

Old Rome confulted birds ; Lorenzo ! thou. 
With more fiiccefs, the flight of hope furvey j 
Of reftlefs h<^, for ever on the wing. 
High-perch'd o'er every thought that falcon fit»j 
To fly at all that rifes in her fight ; 135' 

And, never (looping, but to mount again 
Next moment, fhe betrays her aim's miftake,. 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 

There fhould it fail us (it muft fail us there. 
If being fails) more mournful riddles rife, 140 

And 'uirtue vies with hope in myftery. 
Why <virtue F Where its praife, its bei'ng, fled? 
Virtue is true felf-intereft purfued : 
What true felf-intereft of quite-mortal man ? 
To dole with all that makes him happy here. 145 

M 4 If 
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If vice (as fometimes) is our friend on earthy 

Then vice is virtue j 'tis omv fo'vereign good. 

Infelf-applaufe is virtue's golden prize ; 

No felf-applaufe attends it on thy fcheme : 

Whence felf-applaufe ? From confcience of the right. 1 5f 

And what is right, but means of happinefs ? 

No means of happinefs when 'virtue yields j 

That bafis failing, falls the building too. 

And lays in ruin eveiy 'virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blamelefs heart, 155 

So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak, j with rank knight-errantries o'er- run. 
Why beats thy bofom with illuftrious dreams 
Of fclf-expolure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant enterprize, and glorious death ? 160 

Die for thy country ? — Thou romantic fool ! 
Seize, feize the plank thyfelf, and let her fink : 
Thy country ! what to Thee ? — The Godhead^ what ? 
(I fpeak with awe !) though He fhould bid thee bleed? 
If, with thy blood, t\\y final Yio^t is ipilt, 165 

Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow, 
Be deaf j preferve thy being ; difobey. 

Nor is it difobedience : know, Lorenzo ! 
Whatever tli' Almighty's fubfequent command, 
His firft command is this : — " Man, love thyfelf," 170 
In this alone, free-agents are not free. 
Exiftence is the bafis, blifs the prize j 
l^ I'irtue cofts exiftence, 'tis a crime ; 
Bold violation of our la,w fupremey 
i^^o^ir (uicide 5 though nations, v/liich confult 175 
4 Their 
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Their gain, at thy expence, refound applaufe. 

Since inrtue^s recompence is doubtful, bere^ 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Why is m2Xi fuffer'd to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man injoind? i2» 

Why to be good in vain, is man betrayed ? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaft. 
By fweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whifpers nature lyes on virtue's part ? 
Or if blind inftinSi (which aflumes the name 185 

Of facred confcience) plays the fool in man. 
Why reafon made accomplice in the cheat ? 
Why are the nuifeft loudeft in her pi*aife ? 
Can man by reafotis beam be led aftray ? 
Or, at his peril, imitate bis God P 190 

Since virtue fometimes ruins us on earth. 
Or botb are true ; oi* man furvives the grave. 

Or man furvives the grave ; or own, Lorenzo^ 
Thy boaft fupreme, a wild abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs thy fpirit ; cowards are thy fcom. J95 

Grant man immortal, and thy fcom is juft. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, 
Dares rufti on death — becaufe he cannot die. 
But if man lofes All, when life is loft. 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. 200 

A daring infidel (and fuch there are. 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or pure beroical defeft of thought), 
Of all earth's madmen, moft defer\-es a chain. 
When to the grave we follow tlic renown'd 205 
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For valour, virtue, fciencc, all we love. 

And all we praife ; for <wortby whofe noon-tide beanr, 

Enabling us to think in higher ftyle. 

Mends our ideas of ethereal powers j 

Dream we, that luftre of the moral world iro 

Goes out in ftench, and rottennefs the clo(e ? 

Why was he wife to kno'VUt and warm to praife^ 

And ftrenuous to tranfcribe, in human life. 

The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that fate, 

Juft when the lineaments began to ihine, 115 

And dawn the Deity, fliould fnatch the draughty 

With night etenial blot it out, and give 

The Ikies alarm, left angels too might die ? 

If human fouls, why not angelic too 
Extinguifh'd ? and 2.folitary God, no 

O'er ghaftly ruin, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man ? 
The next, lofe man for ever in the duft ? 
From duft we difengage, or man mifiakes ; 
And there, where leaft his judgment fears a flaw, %%% 
W'tjdom and <worth how boldly he commends ! 
Wifdom and <worth are facred names ; rever'd. 
Where not embraced ; applauded ! deify'd ! 
Why not compaJfiorCd too ? If fpirits die. 
Both are calamities, infii3ed both, 450 

To make us but more wretched : Wifdom- s eye 
Acute, for what? To fpy more miferies 5 
And ^worthy fo recompensed, new-points their fting?; 
©r man furmounts the grave, or gain is lofs. 
And worth exalted bumbles us the raore^ a^y 

Thoo 



HE COMPLAINT, Night VII. 171 

Mrilt not patronize a fcheme that makes 
*ft and ince^ the refuge of mankind, 
virtue, then, no joys ?''— Yes, joys dear-hwghu 
le^er fo long, in this imperfe6l ftate, 
and vice are at eternal war. ft4a 

's a combat $. and who fights for nought ? 
precarious, or for fmall reward ? 
nrtMt'i felf-rewuard fo loud refound^. 
I take degrees angelic here below, 
firtuef while they compliment, betray, ^^i^. 

ble motives, and unfaithful guaxds. 
rown, th* unfading crown, her foul iaipiret : 
.'hat, and That alone, can countervail 
ody^s treacheries, and the ivorWj afTaults : 
rth^&poor pay our famifliM virtue dies» a 5a 

incontcftable 1 In fpite of all 
rle has preach'd, or a Voltaire believ'di 
nan the more we dive, the more we fee 
n^s iignet ftamping an immortal make. 
:o the bottom of his foul, the bafe 155: 

ling all 5 what find we ? KnonuledgCy Lvot* 
jht and heat, effential to the fun, 
to the foul. And nxjhy^ if fouls expire ? 
little lovely here f How little known ? 
kno<wledge we dig up with endlefs toil j a^- 

W^ unfeigned may purcbafe perfect hate. 
ftarvM, on earth, our angel appetites \ 
J brutal are indulg'd their fulfome fill ? 
then capacities di'vine conferrMj 
mock-diadem, in favage fport, , «^^ 

Rank 
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Jlank infult of our pompous po^verty. 

Which reaps but pain, from feeming claims £o fair? 

In future age lies no redrefs ? And fhuts 

Eternity the door on our complaint ? 

If fo, for what ftrange ends were mortals made I 170 

The worft to ivallonv, and the beft to *weep j 

The man who merits moft, muft moft complain : 

Can we conceive a diliegard in heaven. 

What the worft perpetrate^ or beft endure ? 

This cannot be. To louey and knonv, in man 175 
Is boundlefs appetite, and boundlefs power j 
And thefe demonftrate boundlefs objefts too.^ 
Objefts, powers, appetites, heaven fuits in All 5 
Nor, nature through, e'er violates this fweet. 
Eternal concord,, on her tuneful ftring. sgt 

Is man the fole exception from her laws ? 
Eternity ftruck oft' from human hope, 
(I fpeak with truth, but veneration too) 
Man is a monfter, the reproach of heaven, 
A ftain, a dark impenetrable cloud 2S5 

On nature's beauteous afpe^l ; and deforms, 
(Amazing blot !) deforms her with her lord. 
If fuch is man's allotment, nvhat is heaven ? 
Or own the foul immortal^ or blafpheme. 

Or own the foul immortal, or invert 19* 

All order. Go, mock-majefty ! go, man ! 
And bow to thy fuperiors of the ftall ; 
Through every fcene of fenfe fuperior far : 
They graze the turf untill'd j they drink the ftream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embi,tter'd 295 

Widi 
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"With doubts, fears, fruitlefs hopes, regrets, defpairsj 
Mankind's peculiar ! reaforCs precious dower ! 
No foreign clime they ranfack for their robes \ 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar ; 
Their good is good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd j 300 
They find a paradife in every field. 
On houghs forbidden where no curfes hang : 
Their ill no more than ftrikes the fenfe ; unibretcht 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear: 
When the fwor/? comes, itcomesunfearMj on^flroke 305 
begins, and ends, their woe : they die but once 5 
Bleft, incommunicable privilege ! for which 
Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the ftars;. 
Philofopbery or beroy fighs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in brutes. 310 

No day, no glimpfe of day, to folve the knot. 
But what beams on it from eternity, 
O fole, and Tweet folution ! That unties 
The difficult, and foftens the fevere 5 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face diipels j 315 

"Reftores bright order j . cafts the brute beneath j 
And re -in thrones us in fupremacy 
Of joy, ev'n here : admit immortal life, 
And virtue is knight-errantry no more ; 
Each ^virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 320 

Far richer in reverfion : Hope exults j 
And though much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives the tafte of heaven. 
O wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 
A iloniihing beyond aftonifhment ! 325 . 

HeaveB 



174 YOUNG'S POEM 8. 

Heaven our reward— for heaven enjoy'd bekfw. 
Still unfubdued thy ftubbom heart ^— For tbtrt 

The traitor lurks who doubts the tratfa I fing. 

Reafott is guiltlefs \ 'will alone rebels. 

What, in that ftubbom heart, if I fliould Hnd 330 

New, unexpefted witneffes againft thee ? 

Ambition^ pUafure, and the lo^e of gam I 

Canft thou fufpe£l, that tbefef which make the Aral 

The JUtve of earthy fliould own her Beir of heaven^ 

'Canft thou fufpe£l what makes us dijbelii'ue 535 

•Our immortality, fhould prove it fure ? I 

Firft, then, ambition fumraon to the bar* 

JVmbition's^&a/w^, extravagance^ ^Ug^fit 

JVnd inextinguijhable nature^ fpeak. 

.£ach much depofes \ hear them in their turn. .340 

Thy foul, how paffionately.fond of fame t 

;JHow anxious, that fond paflion to conceal ! 
We blufti, detefted indefigns on praife. 
Though for beft deeds, and from the beft of. men 5 

.And why ? Becaufe immortal. Art divine 345 

Has made the body tutor to the foul ; 
Heaven kindly gives our blood a moral flovir j 
Bids it afcend the glowing cheek, and there 

• Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim, 

Which ftoops to court a charafler from man j 35* 

While o'er us in tremendous judgment fit 

.Far more than man, with enMefs praife, and blame. 

Ambition's boundUfs appetite out-fpeaks 
The verdift of \\.%Jhame. When, fouls take fire 

.At high prefumptions of their own. defert, 353 
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One age is poor applaufe; the mighty ihout^ 

^he diuader by the livingy#ai; begun, 

Xate time muft <;cho $ worlds unborn, refound. 

We wi(h our names etemalfy to live : 

Wild dream,which ne'er had hauAted human thought, 360 

Had not our natures been eternal too. 

InJfinS points out an intei^ft in hereafter ; 

But our blind reafon fees not <wbere it lies ; 

Or, feeing, gives the fub^nce for the ihade. 

Fame is the ihade of immortality, 3(5 

And in itfelf a fliadow. Soon as caught, 
ContemnM ; it ihrinks to nothing in the grafp. 
Confult th"* ambitious, ^tis ambition^s cure. 
" And is This all ?" cry'd Caefar at his height, 
Difgufted. This third proof ambition brings 37^ 

Of immortality. The firft in fame, 
Obferve him near, your envy will abate : 
ShamM at the difpropoition vaft, between 
The paflion and the purchafe, he will figh 
At fucb fuccefs, and blufli at his renown. 375 

And why ? Becaufe far richer prize invites 
His heart ; far more illuftrious glory calls ; 
It calls in whi^ers, yet the deafeft hear. 

And can ambition 2, fourth proof fupply ? 
It can, and ftronger than the former three | 380 

Yet quite o'er-lookM by fome reputed wife. 
Though difappointments in ambition pmn^ 
And though fuccefs difgufts \ yet ftill, Lorenzo I 
In vain we drive to pluck it from our hearts \ 
By nature planted for ^ nobleft cnd%» 38^ 

5 Abfurd 
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Abfurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus given. 

More prais'd, than ponder'd; fpecious, but unfouad; 

Sooner that heroes /<word the world had queird. 

Than rea/on, his ambition. Man ^i^ ibar. 

j^n obftinate activity within, 3^ 

An infuppreffive fpring, will tofs him up 

In fpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone> 

Each villager has his ambition too \ 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd flave ; 

Slaves build their little Babylons of ftraw, 395 

Echo the proud AfTyrian in their hearts. 

And cry,— ^* Behold the wonders of my might !" 

And why ? Becaufe immortal as their lord j 

And fouls immortal muft for ever heave 

At fomctbinff great 5 the glitt*, or the gold ; 400 

The praife of mortals, or the praife of heaven. 

Nor abfolutely vain is human praife. 
When human is fupported by divine* 
I '11 introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf ; 
Pleafure and pride (bad mafters !) fhare onr hearts, 405 
As love of pleafure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our bodies, and extend our race j 
The love of praife is planted to proteft. 
And propagate the glories of the mind. 

What is it, but the lo^ve of praife 9 in^ires, 410 

Matures, refines, 'embellifhes, exalts. 
Earth's happinefs ? From tbatj the delicate. 
The grand, the marvellous, of ci^il life, 
W(int and con<veniencey under- workers, lay 
The baiis, on which Irve of glory builds* 415 

Nor 
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No^it (hy l]fe» O atirtus 1 kfs in debt 

To praifcy thy fecret (timulatiag friend. 

Were me;i not proudy what merit ihould we mifs-t 

Pride mad^ the virtues of the pagan world. 

Praife is the faJt that feafons right to man> 4A0 

And whets his appetite for moral good. 

Third of appiaufe is virtue's y«-(?W guard-; 

Reafofiy her firft 5 but reafon wants an aidj 

Our private ceafon is a flatterer ; 

Thirft of applaulfi calls public judgment li^ 415 

To poife our own, to keep an even fcale. 

And give endangered virtue fairer play. 

Here 3.Jiftb proof arifes, flronger ftill : 
Why this fo nice conftruftion of our hearts ? 
Thefe delicate moralities of fen/ej^ 430 

This conftittUioned referve of aid 
Tofuccour virtue, when ourr^«/0ff fails4 
If virtue, kept alive by care and toil. 
And, oft, the mark of injiuies on earthy 
When laboured to maturity (its bill j^% 

Of difcipliues, and pains, unpaid) muft diet 
Why freighted-rich, to dafh againft a rock i 
Were man to periih when moft fit to live, 
O how mif-fpent were aU thefe ftratagems^ 
.By ikill divine invowen in our. frame 1 .449 

Where are heaven's bolinefs and mercy fled ? 
Xaughs heaven, at once, at t/irtue, and at mau^ 
If not, why that difcourag'd, this deftroyM ? 

Thus far ambitum. What fays avarice, f 
This her chief mauHi, vrhicln has long; been Ti&i/rtf: 4415 

Vol. U^ N « Thf 
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** The wife and wealthy are the fame,* '•^— I grant it. 
To ftore up treafure, with inceffant toil, 
This is man^s province, this his higheft praife. 
To this great end keen inftinS ftings him on. 
To guide that inftinfl, reafon I is thy charge j 450 

•Tis thine to tell us where true treafure lies : 
But, reafon failing to difcharge her tnift. 
Or to the deaf difcharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows j and blind indu/hy, 
Gaird by the fpur, but ftranger to the courfe, 455 

(The courfe where ftakes of more than gold are won) 
O'er-loading, with the cares of diftant age. 
The jaded fpirits of the prefent hour, 
Provides for an eternity below. 

' 1* Thou Jbalt not covet,^^ is a wife command j 460 
But bounded to the wealth the fun furveys : 
Look farther, the command ftands quite reversed. 
And avarice is a virtue moft divine. 
Is faith a refuge for our happinefs? 
Moft fure : and is it not for reafon too ? 4^^ 

Nothing this world unriddles, but the next^ 
Whence inextinguifliable thirft of gain ? 
From inextinguifliable life in man : 
Man, if not meant, by tworth, to reach the flies. 
Had wanted wing to fly fo far in guilt, 470 

Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice. 
Yet flill their root is immortality: 
Thefe its wild growths fo bitter, and fo bale, 
(Pain and reproach !} religion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down ^eirpoifonouslee, 475 

And 
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And mfJLe tliem fparkle in the bowl of hlifs* 

See> the third nultnefs laughs at blifs remote. 
And falfely promifes an Eden here : 
Truth (he fhall fpeak for once, though prone to lye, 
A common cheat, and PUafure is her name. 489 

To pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf j 
Then hear her now, navrfirft thy real friend. 

Since nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of happinefs (whence hypocrites in joy I 
Makers of mirth! artificers of fmiles !) 485 

Why ihould the joy moft poignant y^j/^ affords 
Burn us with bluihes, and.rebuke our pride ?»« 
Thofe heaven-bom blufhes tell us man defcendsy 
Ev^n in the zenith of his earthly blifs : 
Should reafon take her infidel repofe, 490 

This honefl inftinS fpeaks our lineage high; 
This inflin£l calls on darknefs to conceal 
Our ^rapturous relation to the ftalls. 
Ovarglofy covers us with nohlt Jhame, 
And he that *s unconfounded, is unmanned, 495 

The man that blufhes is not quite a brute. 
Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo ! will I clofe, 
Pleafure is good, and man for pleafure made j 
But pleafure full of glory, as of joy; 
Pleafure, which neither hlujbes, nor expires, 500 

The witnefTes are heard; the caufe is o'erj 
I-et confcience file the fentence in her court, 
Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey : 
Thus feard by truth, th' authentic record runs. 

N * « Know, 
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" Know, All ; know, infidels,— unapt to kxu»w I 505 
** 'Tis imm&rtaUty your nature folves | 
'* \Tis immortality decyphers man, 
«* And opens all the myfteries df bis make. 
«« Without it, half his inJHn&s arc a riddle j 
*« Without it, all his ^virtues arf a dream. 510 

«« His very erimes atteft his dignity; 
^« His fatelefs thirft of pUafurey goldj andjamr, 
«« Declares him bom for bleflings infinite t 
** What lefs than infinite makes un-abfurd 
«« Pafflons, which all on earth but mort inflames ? 515 
«* Fierce paffions, fo mif-meafur'd to this fcene, 
« Stretch'd out, like eagles wings, beyond our neft, 
«* Far, far beyond the worth of all below, 
** For earth too large, prefage a nobler flight, 
** And evidence our title to thefiies,** eio 

'Ye gentle theologues, of ^calmer kind I 
Whofe conftitution dilates to your pen, 
Who, cold yourfelves, think ardour comes from kell! 
Think not our paflions from corruption fprung, 
Though to corruption now they lend their wings j 515 
^hat is their miftrefs^ not their mother. All 
(And juftly) reafon deem divine : I iee, 
I feel a grandeur, in the paffions too. 
Which fpeaks their high defcent> and gloriotis end ) 
Which Ijpeaks them rays of an eternal fire. 5*0 

In Paradife itfelf they burnt as (hrong, 
Ere Adam fell 5 though wifer in their aim. 
Like the proud Eaftem, ftnick by providence. 
What though o\a pajfions aif run mad, and ftoop 

With 
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With low, terreftrial appetite, to graze 535 

On trafh, on toys, dethroned from high deiife ? 
Yet ftill, through their difgrace, no feeble ray 
Of greatneijt (hines, and tells us, whence they fell s 
But tbefe (like that fallen monarch when reclaimed). 
When reafon moderates the rein aright, 540 

Shall re-afcend, remount their former fphere. 
Where once they Ibar'd iliuftriousj ere feduc'd 
By wanton Eve's debauch, to ftroU on earth. 
And fet the fubl unary world on lire. 

But grant the'r phrenfy lafts ; their phrenfy fails 545 
To difappoint cne providential end. 
For which heaven blew up ardour in our hearts ; 
Were reafon filent, boundlefs paffiQn fpeaks 
A futui^ fcene of boundlefs objeSis too. 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 550 

Eternal day ! 'Tis that enlightens AIl| 
And All, by that enlightened, proves Itfure. 
Confider man as an immortal being, 
Intelligible All $ and All is great $ 
A cryftalline tranfparency prevails, 555 

And ftiikes full luftre through the human fphere : 
Confider man as mortal^ All is dark. 
And wretched j reafon weeps at the furvey. 

The learn'd Lorenzo cries, ** And let her w^ep, 
•* Weak, modern reafon : AntUnt times were wife. 560 
** Authority J that venerable guide, 
«« Stands on my part ; the fam'd Athenian porch 
** (And who for wifdom io renown'd as they ?) 
<< Deny'd this immortality to man."' 

N I I'Q^sx 
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I grant it 5 but affirm, they proved it too. 565 

A riddle this ! — Have patience 5 I '11 explain. 

What noble vanities, what moraf flights. 
Glittering through their romantic wifdom's page. 
Make us, at once, defpife them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to thefe high-feafon'd fires 5 570 

They leave th' extravagance of fong belov7« 
" Flelh (hall not feel 5 or, feeling, fhall enjoy 
** The dagger or the rack 5 to them, alike 
«< A bed of rofes, or the burning bull." 
Ip men exploding all beyond the grave, 575 

Strange doftrine, This ! As do^rifig, it was ftrange j 
But not, as prophecy ; for fuch it prov'd, 
And, to their own amazement, was fulfill'd : 
They feign'd a firmnefs Chriftians need not feig^. 
The Cbrifian truly triumph'd in the flame : 580 

The Stoic faw, in double wonder loft. 
Wonder at Them, and wonder at Himfelf, 
To find the bold adventures of his thought. 
Not bold, and that he ftrove to lye in vain. 

Whence, then, thofe thoughts? Thofe towering 
thoughts, that flew 585 

Such monftrous heights ? — From hflin ff,2ind from pride. 
The glorious inftin^i of a deathlefs foul, 
Confus'dly confcious of her dignity, 
Suggefted truths they could not underftand. 
In lufi^s dominion, and in paffMs ftorm, ^^o 

Trutb^s fyftem broken, fcatter'd fragments lay. 
As light in chaos, glimmering through the gloom j 
Smit with the pomp of lofty fentiments, 
• _ • V W^2.s*d 
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Plea8*d/ri^ proclaim'dj, what reafon difbeliev'd. 

Pride i like the Delphic prieftcfs, with a (well, / 95 

RavM nonfenfe, deftinM to ht future fenfe. 

When life immortal^ in fuU day, ihould ihine | v 

And death's darkjbadtnvs fly the gofpel fun. 

Tbey fpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls 

Could fpeak j and thus the truth they queftion'd, prov'd. 

Can then abfurdities, as well as crimes. 
Speak man immortal? All things fpeak him fo. 
Much has been urg'd : and doft thou call for more ? 
Call; and with endlefs queftions be diilrefs'd. 
All unrefolvable, if earth is all. 605 

. ** Why life, a moment j infinite, defire ? 
** Our wifh, Eternity ? Our home, the Grave ? 
*^ Heaven's promife dormant lies in human hope j 
•* Whx) lAJt/bes life immortal, proves it too. 
** Why happinefs purfued, though never found ? 610 
.<* Man's thirft of happinefs declares // //, 
** (For nature never gravitates to nought) ; 
•' That thirft unquench'd declares // is not Here. 
*< My Lucia, Thy Clarifla, call to thought $ 
** Why cordial friendjbip riveted fo deep, 615 

" As hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend, 
" If friend, and friendfhip, vani/h in an hour? v 

** Is not This torment in the raafk of joy ? 
" Why by reflexion marr'd the joys oi fenfe f 
** ^)^ypaj9, ?ind future, preying on our hearts, 629 
y And putting all our prcfent joys to death ? 
" Why labours i^eafon ?^ infin£i were as well ; 

N 4. " Inftina 
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t' Inftinft far betters what can cbufe^ can err: 

*' O how infaUible the thowghtlefs brute! 

** 'Twere 'v^ell his Hvlhtt/s were half a^ fvtre, ^j 

•* Reafen with inclination, why at war ? 

** Why fenfe of guiitF why confcience up in anns ?** 

Confcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain. 
And bofom- council to decline the blow. 
Reafon with inclination ne'er had jarr'd, ^jg 

If nothing future paid forbearance Here : 
Thus on — Thefe, and a thoufand pleas uncalPd,^ 
All promife, fome enfure, a fecond fcene j 
Which, were it doubt/ul, would be- dearer far 
Than all things elfe moft certain 5 were itfalfey 635 
What truth on earth fp precious as the lye ? 
ms world it gives us, let what will enfue j 
This world it gives, in that high cordial, hope : 
The future of the prcfent is the foul : 
How this life groans, when fever'd from the next I 64A 
Poor mutilated wretch, that diibelieves I 
By dark diftruft his being cut in two. 
In both parts perifhes ; life void of joy. 
Sad prelude of Eternity in pain ! 

Couldft thou perfuade me, the next life could fail 645 
Our ardent wiflies ; how fhould I pour out 
My bleeding heart in angutih, ntw, as deep! 
Oh I with what thoughts, thy hope, and my dej^air, 
Abhon-M annihilation ! blafts the foul. 
And wide extends the bounds of human woe I 650 

Could I believe Lorenzo's fyftem true. 
In this black channel would my ravings run. 

" Gri^ 
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" Grief from iSsitfitture borrowed peace, ere while. 

« The future <vamfli'dt and the prefcnt/flwV/ 

*« Strange import of unprecedented ill I 655 

<' Fall, bow profound f Like Lucifer'e, the fall t 

" Unequal fate I His fall, without his guilt! 

" From where fond hope built her pavilion high, 

" The gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 

^' To night I To notbingj darker ftill than night! 660 

* * If 't was a dream f why wake me, my worft Foe, 

*^ Lorenzo ! boaftful of the name of Friend ! 

*« O for delufion I O for enor ftill ! 

** Could vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant 

<< A thinking being in a world like This, 665 

** Not over-rich before, nonxj beggar'd quite 5 

<« More curft than at the /a///*— The fun goes out! 

** The thorns (hoot up ! What thorns in every thought ! 

'* Why fenfe of better ? It imbitters worfe. 

*« Wfy fenfe? why life ? If buttofigh, then fmk 670 

** To what I was ! ttxjice nothing ! and much woe! 

*< Woe, from heaven*s bounties ! woe from what wa» 

** wont 
•* To flatter moft, high intelleSlual ponvers. 
<* Thought f *virtuei knowledge ! bleifings, by thy fcheme^ 
** All poifonM into pains. Vxr^j knonAjledge^ onct 675 
^ My foul's ambition, noiju her greateft dread. 
** To know mjfelfy true wifdom ?— No, to Aun 
** That Shocking fcience, parent of defpair ! 
<* Avert thy mirror : if I fee, I die. 

" Know my Creator ? Climb His bleft abode 6t(» 
<* By painful fpeculation, pierce the veil. 
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'' Dive in His nature, read His attributes* 

" And gaze in admiration — on SL/be, 

** Obtruding life, with -holding happinefR ! 

** From the full rivers that furround his throne^ 685 

** Not letting fall one drop of joy on man $ 

'* Man gafping for one drop, that he might ceaie 

** To curfe his birth, nor envy reptiles more I 

** Ye fable clouds ! ye darkeft (hades of night ! 

** Hide Hiffiy forever hide Him, from my thought, 690 

** Once all my comfort 5 fource, and foul of joy ! 

** Now leagu'd with furies, and with * Tbee, againftme. 

** Kno*w His atcbie<vements ? Study His renown ? 
" Contemplate this amazing univerfe, 
" Dropt from His hand, with miracles replete ! 693 
** For what ? 'Mid miracles of nobler name, 
** To find one miracle of mifery ? 
** To find the Being, which alone can knotu 
** And praife His works, a blemi(h on His praiie ? 
*' Through nature's ample range, in thought, to ftroU. 
" And ftart at mauy the fingle mourner There, 
** Breathing high hope ! chain'd down to pangs, and 
<* death? 

** Knowing is fuffering : and fhall 'virtue Ihare 
*' The figh of kntywledge ? — Virtue (hares tiie (jgh. 
** By draining up the fteep of excellent^ 705 

** By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 
** What gain (he, but the pang of feeing worth, 
** Angelic worth, foon (huffled in the dark 
•* With every vice, and fwcpt to brutal duft ? 

« Merit 
♦ Lorenzo. 
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** Merit is madncfs ; virtue is a crime; 710 

'* A crime to reafon^ if it cofts us pain 

<* Unpaid : what pain, amidft a thoufand more, 

" To think the moft abandon' dy after days 

** Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 

*' Asy^/ a pillow, nor make /5«/fr clay ! 715 

** Duty I Religion /— Thefe, our duty done^ 
** Imply reward. Religion is rD\Sak.t, 
" Duty ! — ^There 's none, but to repel the cheat. 
<« Ye cheats I away ! ye daughters of my pride ! 
* *• Who feign yourfelves the favourites of the fldes ; 720 
" Ye towering hopes ! abortive energies I 
*« That tofs, and ftruggle, in my fying breaft, 
<* To fcalethe fkies, and build prefumptions There> 
** As I were heir of an Eternity. 
*' Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more, 725 
*' Why travel far in queft of fure defeat ? 
<* As bounded as my being, be my wifh, 
*« All is inverted, luifdom is a fool. 
**• Senfe ! take the rein ; blind fajfion ! drive us on ; 
*^ And, ignorance! befriend us on our way j 730 

** Ye nenvj but trueft patrons of our peace ! 
** Yes 5 give the pidfe full empire ; live the brute ^ 
** Since, as the brute, we die. The fum of man, 
«* Of Godlike man ! to revel, and to rot, 
>. *< But not on equal terms with other brutes : 735 
" Their revels a more poignant relilh yield, 
<* And fafer too 5 they never poifons chufe. 
** InftinSiy than reafon^ makes more whoHbme meals, 
** And fends all-marring murmur far away, . 
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** Tovfenfual life they beft philofophizeri 740 

" Tbeirs, thsit ferene, thejagej fought in vain t 

*' 'Tis man alone expoftuiates with heaven ; 

*' His, all the po^wer, and all the coft/i, to mourn. 

*« Shall human eyes alone diflblve ia tears ? 

*< And bleed, in anguiih, none but huTnam hearts ? 745 

** The wide-ftretch'd realm of inteUeBual woe, 

" Surpaflingy^«/«a/ far, is All our Own. 

** In life fo fatally diftinguifhM, why 

'' Caft in one lot, confounded, lumpM, in death f 

<< Ere yet in being, was mankind in guilt ? 750 
** Why thundered this peculiar cl&ufe againft us> 
'* All-mortal and AU-ivretcbed ! — Have the ikies 
** Reafons of ftate, their fubje£ls may not fcan, 
" Nor humbly realbn, when thtyforel^ figh ? 
** AU-mortaly and All-njjretcbed ! — 'Tis too much: 755 
** Unparallel'd in nature : 'tis too much 
** On being unrequejled at Thy hands, 
** Omnipotent ! for I fee nought but po<wer* 

" And why fee That? Why thought F To toil, and cat, 
" Then make our bed in darknefs, needs no thought. 761 
*' What fuperfluifies are reafoning fouls ! 
<* Oh give Eternity ! or Thought defiroy. 
** But without thought our curfe were half unfelt { 
** Its blunted edge would fpare the throblyng heart ; 
** And, therefore y *tis beftow'd, I thank thee, Reafou ! 765 
'* For aiding Uje^s too fmall calamities, 
** And giving being to the dread of death, 
** Such are thy bounties I— -Was it then too much 

5 *« For 
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For me, tb trefpafs on the brutal rights ? 

Too much for hea*uen to make one emmet more ? 770 

Too much for cka$s to permit my mafii 

A longer ftay with eficnces unwrought, 

Unfafhion'd, uatartnenUd into man V 

Wretched preferment to this round of pains ! 

Wretched capacity of phrenzy, thought! 775 

Wretched capacity of dying, life ! 

Life, thought^ worthy nvi/dom. All (O foul revolt !) 

Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

** Death, then, has changed his nature too j O death ! 
Come to my bofom, thou beft gift of heaven ! 780 

fieft friend of man I fmce man is man no more. 

Why in this thorny tiAidernefs fo long. 

Since there 's no promised land's ambrofial bower. 

To pay rae with its honey for my ftings ? 

If needful to the felfifh fchemes of heaven 785 

To fting us fore, why mockt our mifery ? 

Why this fo fumptuous infult o'er our heads ? 

Why this iUuftrious canopy difplay'd ? 

Why fo magnificeBtly lodgM defpair ? 

At jftated periods, fure-retuming, roll 790 

Thefe glorious orhs, that mortals n»ay compute 

Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lofe 

Their mifery's full meafure ?— Smiles with flowers. 

And fruits, promif'cuous, ever-teeming earth. 

That man may langnifli in luxurious fcenes, 795 

And in an Eden mourn his withered joys? 

Claim earth and ikies man's admiration, due 

Forjkcb delights i Bkft euumahP too ^£t 

" To 
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Charm ricbes ? Why chufe beggary in the grave* 
Of every hope a bankrupt ! and for ever ? 
Ambition^ pleafure^ avarice 9 perfuade thee 
To make that world of glory^ rapture, weakh. 
They ♦ lately pro*v^dy the foul's .fupreme -defire. 

What art thou made of?. Rather, how Unmade 
Great nature's mafter-appetite deftroy'd ! 
Is endlefs life, and happinefs, defpis'd ? 
-Orboth wiihMy here^ where neither can be found! 
Such man's perverie, eternal war with heaven I 
Dar'ft thou perfift ? And is there.no^ght on earthj 
But a long train of traniitory forms, 
liifmg, and breaking, millions in an hour ? 
Bubbles of l.fantaftic deity, blown up 
In fport, and then in cruelty deftroy'd ? 
Oh ! for what crime, unmerciful Lorenso ! 
Deilroys thy icheme the ^bole of human race ? 
K-ind is^fell Lucifer, compared to Thee i 
Oh ! fpare this wjafte of being half-divine j 
And vindicate th' ceconomy of heaven. 

Heaven is all love \ all joy in giving joy : 
It never had created, but to blefs : 
And fhall it, then, ftrike off the lid of life, 
A being hleft, or worthy yo to be ? 
Heaven ft arts at an onHibiUuing God. 

Is That, all nature ftarts at, thy dcfire ? 
Art fuch a clod to wifli ihyfelf all clay ? 
What is that dreadful wifli ?— The dying groan 
Of naturif murdcr'd by the blackeft guilt. 

1 
• In Night VL 



THE COMPLAINT, -Night ^L ry| 

What deadly poifon has thy natut^ drunk i 

To nature undebauch'd no ihock fo great j 

Nature's /f^ wifli is endkfs bappinefs^^ 

Jinnibilation is an ^ter-thought, 

Amonih-ous wifli, unborn till virtue dies, Sj* 

And, oh ! what depth of horror lies inclosMi 

For non-exiftence no man ever wi(h'<l, 

But, firft, he wi(hM the Deity deftroy'd. 

If fo $ "what words are dark enough to draw 
T4iy pi£hire true ? The darkeft are too fair. "895 

Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of defperation, by what fury's aid. 
In what infernal pofture of the fotfl. 
All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At fiich a birth, a birth fo near of kin, ^00 

Did thy foul fancy whelp fo black a fcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown. 
And deities begun, reduc'd to do ft? 

There 's ifcisght (thou fay'ft) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble elTences, tumultuous driven 905 

Through timers rough billows into night^s abyfs. 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruin. 
Is there no mck, on which man's tofTing thought 
Can reft from terror, dare his fate furvey, 
And boldly think it fometFmg to he born? 919 

Amid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair. 
Is there no central, all-(uftaining bafe^ 
All-realizing, all-connefVing poiver. 
Which, as it call'd forth all things, can recal/f 
And force cUJIru^ion to refund her fpoil ? 915 

Vol, II, O CovKKv-^vA 
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Cpmmartd the grave reftore her taken prey ? 

Bid death's dark vale its human harveft yield, - 

And earth, ^nd ocean, pay their debt of man. 

True to the grand depofit trufted there ? 

Is there no potentate, whofe out-ftretch'd arm, 9 

"When ripening time calls forth th' appointed hour, 

Pluck'd from foul de'uafiation'' s famifli'd maw^. 

Binds prefent, paft, Tlx^A future, to his throne ? 

His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd. 

By germinating beings cluftering round ! 5 

A garland worthy the divinity ! 

A throne, by heaven's omnipotence in ftniles^ 

Built (like a pharos towering in the waves) 

Amidft immcnfe effufions of his love I 

An ocean of communicated blifs ! c 

An all-proliiic, all prel'erving God ! 
*thi5 were a God indeed. — And fuch is man. 
As here prefum'd ; he rifes from his fall. 
Think'ft thou Omnipotence a naked root, • 
Each bloflbm fair pf Deity dellroy'd ? g 

Nothing is dead j nay, nothing fleeps 5 each foul. 
That ever animated human clay, 
Now wakes ; is on the wing : and where, O where. 
Will the fwarm fettle ? — When the trumpet's call, 
^s founding brafa, colle6l$ us, round heaven's throne a 
Conglob'd, we balk in everlafting day, 
(Paternal fplendor ! ) and adhere for ever* 
Had not the foul this outlet to the ikies. 
In this vaft veiFel of the univerfe. 

He 
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Jiow ihould we gafp, as in an empty voidl 945 

JHow in the pangs of famiih^d bffpe expire! 

How bright my profpe^ fiiines I how gloomy, tbiuei 
A trembling jHTorld ! and a devouring God 1 
Earthy but the Shambles of Omnipotencei 
Hea'ven^sS^z^ all ftain'd with caufelefs mai&cres 959 
Of countlefs millions, bom to feel the pang 
Of being kfi, Lorenzo 1 can it be ? 
!^hts bids us ihudder at the. thoughts of life. 
Who would be bom to fuch a phantom worldj 
AVhere nought fubftantial but our mifery ? '955 

Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diftreff, 
.So foon to perilh, and revive no more ? 
The greater yi«"i& a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, fo far. from great (and yet how great 
Jt ihines to thee !) there 's nothing real in it 4 .960 
.Beingy a ihadow ; confmufnefsy a dream : 
A dream» how dreadful ! Univerfal blank 
Before it, ' and behind ! Poor man, a ipark 
From non-exiftence ftruck by wrath divine, 
;Glittering a moment, nor that moment fure, 965 

?Midft upper, nether, and fuirounding nighty 
J^sfad, ivxt^ fudden, and eternal tomb! 
Lorenzo I doft thouy^W thefe arguments ? 

Or is there nought but *uengt€uice ^zxi be felt/ 
Jiow hail. thou dar'd the deity dethrone ? 970 

How darM wdiS Him of a world like this? 

If fuch tl^e world, creation was a crime ; 

For v/hat is crime but caufe of mifery ? 

Retra£l^ blafphemer ! and unriddle tbis^ 

O 2 of 



196 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

Of endlefs arguments abovBy belcfw, ^975 

Without us, and nvitbitti the flioit refult— 

** If man V immortal^ tber£''s a Gad in beaten J** 

But wherefore fuch redundsoicy ? fuch-^irmfte 
Of argument ? One fcts my foul at reft ! 
One obvious, and at hand, and, oh 1-— at heart* 9S0 
So juft the ikies, Philander\s life fo painVi, 
His heart fo pure \ that, txfucceedittg fcenes 
Have palms to give, or ne'-er had he been bom. 

" IVbat ott ^Id tale is th'u r Loren«o cries.— - 
I grant this argument is old ; but truth 985 

No years impair; and had not this been true^ 
Thou never hadft defpis'd it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy foul 5 ^ndfabie 
As fleeting jis thy joys : be wife, nor make 
Heaven's iugheft bleifrng, vengeance s O be wiiel 599 
Nor make a curfe of immortaliijf. 

Say, know'il thou virhat it is, jot what thou art ? 
Know'ft thou th' importance oi & foul inunortal ? 
Behold this midnight glory : worlds on worlds! 
Amazing pomp ! jedouble this amaze; 99^ 

Ten thoufand add \ add twice ten thoufand more ; 
Then weigh the whole ; me foul outweighs them all{ 
And calls th' aftoniftiing. magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation /oor. 

For this, believe not mei no man believe-; 1000 

Truft not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no lefs 
Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor His, a few ; 
Confult them all\ confulted, all proclaim 
Thy fouPs importance: tremble at thyfelf; 

For 



THE COMPLAINT, Night Vir. 197. 

For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 1005 

Has wak'd, and work'd, for ages \ from the birth. 
Of nature to this unbelteving hour. 

In this fmall province of His vaft domain' 
(All nature bow, while I pronounce His Name !) 
What has God done, and not for this fole end, roio 
To refcue fouls from death ? ThtfouVs high price 
Is writ in all the conduft cf the Ikies, 
The fours high price is the Creation'' s Key, 
Unlocks its myfteries, and naked lays 
The genuine caufe of every deed divine : 10 15 

nat is the chain of ageSy which maintains: 
Their obvious correfpondence, and unites 
Moft diftant periods in one bleft defign : 
nat is the mighty binge, on which have tum'd 
All revoli^tions, whether we regard 1010 

The natural', ci<wl, or religious, world; 
The former two but fervants to the third': 
To that there duty done, they both expire. 
Their mafs new-caft, forgot their ileeds reno^wfCd; 
And angels afk, " Where once th ey /hone fo fair t*^^ 1025 

To lift us from this abje6l, to fublime ; 

This flux, to permanent 5 this dark, to dayj 

This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to ferene 5 

This mean, to mighty !— for this glorious end' 

Th' Almighty, tifing, his long fabbath broke! 1030 

The world was made; was ruin'd ; was reftor'd ; 

Laws from the fkies were publifh'd ; were repealed ; 

On ^i^r/A kings, kingdoms, rofe ; kings, kingdoms,ffelI ; 

FamM fages lighted up the /^rr^^world:^ 

O \ '^\Qr^^^? 
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Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance ixj3e 

Through diftant age j faints travePd j martyrs bled j 
By wonders facred nature ilood control'd j 
The living were tranflated ; dead were rais^'d ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven ; 
And, oh! for this, defcended lower ftill j 1040 

Guilt was hell's gloom ; ailoniihMat his gueft. 
For one ihort moment Lucifei* ador'd : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do lefs ?— For this. 
That halloivd page, fools feoff at, was in(pir'd. 
Of all thefe truths thrice venerable code ! xo45 

Deifis ! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall proftrate, ere you touch it, left you die. 

Nor lefs inteni^y bent infernal powers 
To mar, than thofe of ligbty this end to gain. 
O what a fcene is here ! — Lorenzo ! wake ! 1050 

Rife to the thought ; exert, expand thy foul 
To take the vaft idea : it denies 
All elfe the name of great. , Two warring worlds ! 
Not Europe againft Africj warring worlds ! 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing ! 1055 

On ardent wings of energy and zeal. 
High-hovering o'er this little brand of ftrife I 
This fublunary ball— But ftrife, for what ? 
In their own caufe conflifting ? No j in tbine^ 
In man's. His Jingle intereft blows the flame ; 1060 
His the fole ftake; his fate the trumpet founds. 
Which kindles, war immortal. How it bums ! 
Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms \ 
Foiccy force oppofmg* llll tVve waves run high> 
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And tempeft nature's univerfal fphere. 1065 

Such oppofltes eternal, (ledfail, ftem, 

Such foes implacable, are goodj and ///; 

Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between them. 
Think not thisiidUon, '* There tuas ^war in hea^e/i/* 

From heaven's high cryftal raountain,where it hung, 1 070 

Th' Almighty's out-ftretch'darm took down his bow, 

And ftiot his indignation at the deep : 

Ke-thunder'd bell, and darted all her fires. 

And feems the ftake of little moment ftill ? 

And flurabers man, who fingly caus'd the ftorm ? 1075 
He deeps.— And art thou fhock'd at myjieries? 
The greateft, Thou. How dreadful to refie6l. 
What ardour, care, and counfel mortals caufe 
In breads divine ! how little in their own ! 
• Where-e'erltum,hownew/roo/jfpouruponme! ic?o 
How happily this wondrous view fupports 
My former argument ! How Wrongly Jfrikes 
Immortal lifers full deraonftration, here ! 
Why this exertioH ? Why this ftrange regard 
From heaven's Omnipotent indulg'd to man ? — 1085 
Becaufe, in man, the glorious dreadful power. 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bleft, for e'ver. 
'Duration gives importance ; fwells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be ? A trifle of no weight ; 1090 

Or (land, or fall j no matter which; he 's gone. 
Becaufe Immortal, therefore is indulg'd 
This ftj-angc regard of deities to duft. 
Hence iieaven looks down on earth wi^ all her eyes : 

O i^ v^^-^ 
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Hence, the fours mighty moment in her fight : 1095: 

ftence, every foul has partifans- above,. 

And every thought a critic in the fldes : 

Hence, clay^ vije clay ! has angels for its guard. 

And every guard a pafHon for his charge : 

Hence, from all age,, the cabinet divine iioo: 

Has held high counfel o'er the fate of man.. 

Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels hid ;. 
Angels undrevr the curtain of the throne. 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 
In v^ious modes of emphafis and awe, z-ic^ 

He fpoke his will,, and trembling nature heard i^ 
He fpoke it loud, in thunder and in ftonn. 
Witnefs, thou Sinai ! whofe cloud-cover'd- height,. 
And (haken bails, ownM the prefent God j 
Witnefs, ye billQfws ! whofe returning tide,, iiio: 

Breaking the chain that faften'd it in air. 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell : 
Witnefs, yt flames! th' Affyrian tyrant bleviF 
To fevenfpld rage, as impotent, as ftrong : 
Apd thou, earth ! witnefs, whofe expanding jaws ii i c 
Clos'd o'er * frefumption' s facrilegious fons : 
Has not each element, in tur.n, fubfcrib'd 
T\itfouts high prmy and fwom it to the wife ? 
Has not flame, ocean, aether, earthquake* drove 
To ftrike this truth through adamantine man ? i xa^ 
If ~ not all adamant, Lorenzo! hearj 
All is delufion ; nature'is wrapt up, 
I» tenfold night, from reaforCs keeneft eye \ 

, • There. 
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There ^s no confidence, meanings plan, or end. 

In all beneath the fun, in all above, 2x2^ 

(As far as man. can penetrate), or heaven. 

Is an immenfe, ineftimable prize ; 

Or all is Nothing, or that prize is all.— 

And fhall each toy be ftill a match for heaven, 

And full equivalent for groans below ? iiSPt- 

"Who would not give a trifle to pretient 

What he would give a thoufand worlds to cure ?- 

Lorenzo! tliou:haft feen (if thine to fee) 
All nature^ and her God (by nature's CQurfe^ 
And nature's courfe control d) declare for me : nsft 
The ikies above proclaim, '* immortal man !" 
And, " man immortal V* all below refounds. 
The world. 's a fyftem of theology, 
Kead by the greateft ftrangers to the fchools j 
IC honefty leamM 5 zxi^fages o'er a plough. 1x40^ 

Is not, Lorenzo ! then, imposed on thee 
This hard alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy reafon^ or xhy fenfe ; or, to beUe^e? 
What then is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit;. 
A ftrenuous enterprize : to gain it, man. 1 1-45^ 

Muft burft through every bar of common fenfe. 
Of common fhame, magnanimoufly wrong ;^ 
And what rewards the fturdy combatant ? * 

His prize, repentance ; infamy, his crown. 

But wherefore, infamy ? — ^For want oi faith ^ 1 1-5Q' 
Down the fteep precipice of fwrong he Aides 5 
There 's nothing to fupport him in the right*. 
Eaitb in the future v/anting is at leaft 
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In embryoy every weaknefs, every guilt 5 

And ftrong temptation ripens it to birth, , 1155 

If this life's gain invites him to the deed, ^ 

Why not his country fold, his father Aain ? 

'Tis virtue to purfue our good fupreme ; 

And his fupreme, his only good is here. 

Ambition, advance, by the wife difdain'd, '' 1160 

Is perfect njuifJom, while mankind 2xtJools, 

And think a t\irf, or torab-ftone, covers all,: 

*rhefe find employment, and provide iov fenfe 

A richer pafture, and a larger range 5 

AxiA fenfe by right divine afcends the throne, 1165 

When 'virtue'' s prize and profpe6t are no more ; 

Virtue no more we think the v/ill of heaven. 

Would heaven quite beggar virtue, if belov'd ? 

" Has <virtue charms ?" — I grant her heavenly fair; 
But if unportion'd, all will interefi wed; ii;a 

Though that our admiration, this our choice. 1 

The virtues grow on immortality ; 

That root deftroy'd, they wither and expire. 

A Deity believ'd, will nought avail ; 

Refwards and funifhments make God ador'd j 1175 

And hopes ;xxid fears give confcience all her power. 
As in the dying parent dies the child. 

Virtue y with immortality, expires. 

Who tells me he denies his foul immortal. 

Whatever his boaft, has told mc, He 's a kna<ve^ 1180 

His duty *tis, to love himfelf (ilone\ 

Nor care though mankind peri(h, if he fmiles. 

Who thinks ere lct\^ tlat mvntv (liall nAjboUj die. 
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Is dead already ; nought but brute furvives. 

And are there fuch ?— Such candidates there are 1 1 85 
For more than death 5 for utter lofs of being, 
Being, the bafis of the Deity ! 
Aik you the caufe ? — ^The caufe they will not tell : 
Nor need they : Oh' the forx:eries oi fenfe ! 
They work this transformation on the foul,. 11 90 

Difmount her, like the ferpent at the fall, 
Difmount her frona her native wing (which foar'd 
Ere-whilc ethereal heights), and throw her down. 
To lick the duft, and crcrwl in fuch a though t. 

Is it in words to paint you ? O ye fallen ! 1 195 

Fall'n from the wings of reaforiy and of hope I 
Ere£l in ftature, prone in appetite \ 
Patrons of pleafure, pofting into pain ! 
Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfe ! 
Boafters of liberty, faft bound in chains ! 12061 

Lords of the wide creation, and the (hame ! 
'M.oT^ fenfelefs than th' irrationals you fcom ! 
More bafe than thofe you rule ! Than thofe you pity,. 
Far more undone ! O ye moft infamous 
Of beings, from fuperior dignity ! 1205. 

Deepeft in woe from means of boundlefs blifs 1 
Ve curft by bleflings infinite ! becaufe 
Moft highly favoured, moft profoundly loft !• 
Ye motly mafs of contradi£iion ftrong ! 
And are you, too, convinced, your fouls fly off i2i*fr 
In exhalation foft, and die in air. 
From the full flood of evidence againfl you ? 
In the coarfe drudgeries and finks oi fenfe ^ 
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Your fouls have quite worn out the make of heaTeitr 
By vice new-caft, and creatures of your own : 1215 
But though you can deform^ you can't deftroy 5 
To curfsy not uncreate, is all your povver. 

Lorenzo I this black brotherhood renounce ^ 
Renounce St. Evremont, and read St. Paul. 
Ere, rapt by miracle, by reafon wing'*d, lua 

His mounting mind made long abode in heaven. 
This is freetbinkingf unconfinM to parts. 
To fend the foul, on curious travel bent. 
Through all the provinces of human thought j 
To dart her flight through the whole fphere of man j 111 j 
Of this vaft univerfe to make the tour 3 
In tach recefs of /pace, and time, at home ;. 
Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep j 
And, like a prince of boundlefs interefts there. 
Still mod ambitious of the moft remote ^ 1230k 

To look on truth unbroken, and intire ; 
Truth in thtfyjiem, the full orb ; where truths- 
By truths enlightened, and fuftain'd, afford 
An arch- like, ftrong foundation, to fupport 
Th* incumbent weight of abfolute, complete i*35^ 

CbwiSim ; here, the more we prei's, we ftand 
More firm ; who moft examine, moft beUe<ve, 
Parts, like half-fentences, confound 5 the tvbole 
Conveys the fenfe, and God is underilood 5 
Who not m fragments wiites to human race i 124a 

Read his ijobole volume, fceptic ! then reply. 

This, this, is thinking free, a thought that gi*afpt 
Beyond, a grain, and looks beyond, an hour*. 
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Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight fccne 5 

IVhat are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundlefs orbs> 124.5 

Of human fouls j one day, the deftin'd range ? 

And what yon boundlefs orbs, to godlike man ? 

Thofe numerons worlds that throng the firmament. 

And aik more fpace in heaven, can roll at lai^e 

In man's capacious thought, and ^11 leave room 2250 

For ampler orbs, for ne<w creations, there. 

Czxi fucb a foul coatra6l itfelf, to gripe 

A point of no dimenfion, of no weight ? 

It can ; it does : the ^world is fuch a point : 

And, of that point, howfmall a part enclaves 1 1255 

How fmall a part— of notbingr fliall I fay ? 
Why not l^-^Friends, our chief treafuie I how they drop \ 
Lucia, Narciffa fair. Philander, gone ! 
The gra^ve, like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A Jtxiple rauuth i and, in an aweful voice, 1269 

Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fing* 
How the wxiirld falls to .pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy \, 
What fays this tranfportation of my friends ? 
Xt bids me Jove the place where notv they dwell, 1265 
And fcom this wretched fpot, they Jeave fo poor. 
Eternity's vaft ocean lies before thee ; 
There 5 there, Lorenzo I thy Clarifla fails. 
Give thy mind fea-room j keep it wide of earth f 
That rock of fouls immortal i cut thy cord 5 X27» 

Weigh anchor j fpread thy fails 5 call eveiy wind j 
Eye thy Great Pole-fiar j make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has dovbU'natwr'd man^ 
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And two of death ; the laft far more ieireiv. 
JLife animal is nurturM by the fun j iij 

Thrives on his bounties, trkimphs in hb l)ea]iu. 
Life r«/zo«tf / fubfifts on higher. £ood. 
Triumphant in His beams, who made the day. 
When we leave that fun, and are left by /A£r, 
'^The fate of all who die in ftubbom ^ilt) Jtl 

'Tis utter darknefs j finally double death. 
We fink by no judicial ftroke of heaven. 
But nature's courfe^ as fure as plumbets ^L 
-Since God, or man, muft alter, ere they meet, 
(Since light and darknefs blend Dot in one fplieie) i] 
'Tis manifeil, Lorenzo ! ijoho muft change. 

If, then, that double death fhould prove thy 4ot, 
Blame not the bowels of the Deity j 
:Man fliall be bleft, as far as man permits, 
.Not man alone, all rationals, heaven arms i 

With an ilhiflxious, but tremendous, power 
To counter-aft its own moft gracious end»z 
And this, of ftrift neceiTity, not choice ; 
*rbat power deny'd, metty angelsy were no more 
But paffive engines, void of praife or blame. 
.A nature r/z//«»A/ implies the power 
Of being bleft, or wretched, as we pleafe j 
Elfe idle r^^yo« would have nought to do.j 
And he that would be barr'd capacity 
. 'Of pain, courts incapacity of blifs. 
Heaven luills our happinefs, albivs our doom j 
Invites us ardently, but i>ot compels 5 
. Heaven hut Jier/uades, almighty man decrees \ 
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Man is the maker of immortal fates. 
Man falls by man, if finally he falls 5 1305 

And fall he muft^ who learns from death alone. 
The dreadful fecret — That he lives for Ever. 

Why this to Thee ? — Thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 
Of fecond life ? But wherefore doubtful ftill ? 
Eternal life is nature's ardent wifl) : 1310 

What ardently we wifh, wtjoon believe : 
Thy tardy faith declares that wifh deftroy'd : 
What has deftroy'd it ? — Shall I tell thee what ? 
"When fear*d the future, 'tis no longer wifh'd 5 
And, when unwifti'd, we^r/W to difbelieve. 1315 
** Thus infidelity our guilt betrays.'''' 
Nor that the fole deteftion ! Bluih, Lorenzo ! 
Blufli for hypocrify, if not for guilt. 
The future fear" dF — An infidel, and fear? 
Fear what ? A dream ? K fable P^-How thy dread, 1 320 
Urrwilling evidence, and therefore ^rtf«^. 
Affords my caufe an undefign'd fupport ! 
How dijbelief affinns what it denies ! 
** //, unanj^aresy afferts immortal lifeC"-'^ 
Surprifmg ! infidelity turns out 1325 

A creed, and a confeffion of our fins : 
Apoilates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo ! with Lorenzo clafh no more ; 
Nor longer a tranfparent vizor weai*. 
Think'ft thou, Religion only has her maik ? 1330 

Our infidels are Satan's hypocrites. 
Pretend the worfl, and, at the bottom, fail. 
When yifited by thought (thought ivill intrude), 
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Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance io^$ 

Through diftant age 5 faints tiavelM 5 martyrs bledf 
By wonders facred nature ftood control'd j 
The living were tranflated 5 dead were raisM ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven ; 
And, oh! for this, defcended lower ftill i 1040 

Guilt was hell's gloom ; aftonifli'dat his gueft. 
For one fhort moment Lucifer ador'd : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do lels ?— For thit. 
That balloivd pagey fools feoff at, was infpir'd. 
Of all thefe truths thrice venerable code ! 1045 

Deifls ! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall proftrate, ere you touch it, left you die. 

Nor lefs intenfeiy bent infernal powers 
To mar, than thofe of ligbty this end to gain. 
O what a fcene is here ! — Lorenzo ! wake ! 105a 

Kife to the thought ; exert, expand thy foul 
To take the vift idea : it denies 

All elfe the name of great. , Two warring worlds ! 1 

Not Europe againft Afric 5 warring worlds ! 
Of more than mortal ! mounted on the wing ! 1055 
On ardent wings of energy and zeal. 
High-hovering o'er this little brand of ftrife ! 
This fublunary ball — But ftrife, for what ? i 

In their own caufe conflicting ? No ; in tbine^ 
In man's. His Jingle intereft blows the flame 5 1060 
His the fole ftake j his fate the trumpet founds. 
Which kindles, war immortal. How it bums ! 
Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms \ 
Voice, force oppoiing, till the waves run high> 
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And tempeft nature's univerfal fphere. 106 f 

Such oppofites eternal, ftedfaft, ftern. 

Such foes implacable, rk good, and /'//; 

Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between them. 
Think not thisfiftion, *' There ivas ivar in hea^uen."^ 

From heaven's high cryftal raountain»where it hung, 1070 

Th' Almighty's out-ftretch'darm took down his bow, 

And fhot his indignation at the deep : 

Ke-thunder'd bell, and darted all her fires. 

And feems the ftake of little moment ftill ? 

And (lumbers /«<?», who fingly caus'd the ftorm ? 1075 
He fleepe. — ^And art thou fhock'd at myfteries? 

The greateft, Thou. How dreadful to refleft, 
What ardour, care, and counfel mortals caufe 
In breads divine ! how little in their own ! 
- Where-e'erltum,hownew^roo/>pouruponme! ic8o 
How happily this wondrous view fupports 
My former argument ! How ^lon^^ firihes 
JmfnorUil lifers full demonftration, here ! 
Why this exertioA ? Why this ftrange regard 
From heaven's Omnipotent indulged to man ? — 1085 
Becaufe, in man, the glorious dreadful power, 
Extremely to be pain'd, or bleft, for e^er, 
'Duration gives importance j fwells the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be ? A trifle of no weight ; 1090 

Or (land, or fall j no matter which; he 's gone. 
Becaufe Immortal, therefore is indulged 
This ftrange regard of deities to duft. 
Hence jieaven looks down on eartli wi^ all her eyes : 

O 4. Vv.ccv^^ 
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Like him they ferve, they tremble^ and believe* 
Ig there hypocrify fo foul as this j 1335 

So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 
What deteftatunii vfhzt contempt^ their due 1 
Andy if unpaid> be thank'd for their eArape 
That Chriftian candour they/nw hard to /com : 
If not for that afylum, they might find 1349 

A hell on earth 5 nor 'fcape a worfe beUnjo. 

With infolence, and impotence of thou^t, 
Inftead of racking fancy, to refute^ 
Reform thy manners, and the tiiith enjoy 9^^ 
But {hall I dare coitfefs the dire reAilt ? 1345 

Can thy proud reafon brook ib 'black a brand ? 
Prom purer manner s^ to fublimer faitb^ 
Is nature^s unavoidable afcent ; 
An bonefi deift, where the gofpel ihinesy 
Matured to nobler, in the Cbr^ftian ends. \y^% 

When that bleft change arrives, e-en caft adde 
This fong fuperfluous ; life immortal ftrikes 
Convi6lion, in a flood of light ^'a;Mr^. 
A Chriftian dwells, like * Uriel, in the ftin^ 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight ^ ^35^ 

And ardent hope anticipates the ikies. 
Of that bright fun, Lorenzo ! fcale the Iphere | 
'Tis ealy ! it invites thee ; it descends 
From heaven to wooe, and waft thee whence it came : 
Read and revere tHie Jacred page ; a page i36t 

Where triumphs immortality j a page 
Which not the whole creation could produce $ 

' Whidi 
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There 's no confiftence, meaning, plan, or end. 

In all beneath the fun, in all above^ 1125: 

(As far as man. can penetrate), or heaven. 

Is an immenfe, ineftimable prize ; 

Or all is Nothing, or that prize is all.— 

And (hall each toy be ftill a match for heaven. 

And full equivalent for groans below ? 11 3* 

Who would not give a trifle to prement 

What he would give a tlioufand worlds to cure ? 

Lorenzo! tliouhaft feen (if thine to fee) 
All nature^ and her God (by nature's courfe^ 
And nature's courfe controVd) declare for me : 1 1 35.. 
The fldes above proclaim, " immortal man !'* 
And, ** man immortalV all below refounds. 
The world 's a fyftem of theology. 
Read by the greateft ftrangers to the fchools j 
If bonefti leam'd j ^xAfages o'er a plough. XI4CX 

Is not, Lorenzo ! then, impos'd on thee 
This hard alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy reaforiy or thjfenfe ; or, to belie^ve ? 
What then is unbelief? 'Tis an exploit;. 
A ftrenuous enterprize : to gain it, man. 1 145^ 

Muft burft through every bar of common fenfe. 
Of common fhame, magnanimoufly wrong \^ 
And what rewards the fturdy combatant ? 
His prize, repentances infamy, his crown. 

But wherefore, infamy? — ¥ ov ynnt o£ fiutby 115a 
Down the fteep precipice of nvrong he Aides ; 
There 's nothing to fupport him in the right*. 
Eaitb in tbe.future v/anting is at leaft 
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Mine, to blefs heairen^ and triumph inyour praife. 

But fince Co peftilential your difeafe. 

Though fovereign is the medicine I preicribc. 

As yet, I '11 neither triumph, nor dcfpair: 1395 

But hope, ere long, ray midnight dream will wake 

Your hearts, and teach your ivifdoTn^'^to be wife : 

For why ihould fouls immoital, made for blifs. 

E'er wifh (and wifh in vain!) that fouls could die? 

What ne'et can die, oh I grant to /(w j and crown 1400 

The wifh, and aim, and labour of the ikies i 

Increafey and enter on the joys of heaven ; 

Thus (hall my title pafs ^Lfacredfcsl, 

Receive an imprimatur from Above, 

While angels Ihout — An Infidel Reclaimed/ 1405 

To clofe, Lorenzo ! fpite of all my pains, 
Stili fctms it ftrange, that thou fhould'ft live /or rogrf 
Is it le/s ftrange, that thou Ihould'ft live at mUf 
This is a miracle j and That no more. 
Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. 1410 

Deny thou art: Then, doubt if thcm/bait 6e» 
A miracle with miracles inclosM, 
Is man : and ftarts his faith at what \%ftrangg T 
What lefs than wonders, from the ^wonderful i 
What lefs than miracles, from God, can iiow? 141c 
Admit a God — that myftery fupreme ! 
That caufe uncaused ! all other wonders ceaie j 
Nothing is marvellous for Him to do : 
Deny Him — all is myftery befides j 
Millions of myfteries ! Each darker far^ ^ -^^ 

Ti2JMi that thy wifdoux would, unwiiely, fliiia. 

If 
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If weak thy fdth, why chufe the haM^t fide ? 

We nothing htonv^ but what is tnarvelldtift j 

Yet what is marvelldiaft, we can't belie*tfe* 

So w^^)t our reafin, and fo ^r/^/ our God, 14^5 

What moft furprites in the fitcred fage^ 

Or full as ftrange. Or ArWiger, mufl he tri«!. 

Fakb IS not nafifCs labour, but repofe* 

Tofaitby and <;ifttte^ why fo backward, man? 
•^From hence :-**The prefint ftrongly ftrikes us xil j «4.3« 

The/»/«r^,: faintly.; can we, theo^ htmtH? 

If men, Lorenzo ! the re^trfe is right* 

Keafon is man's peculiar : Sehfci the brute's* 

The prefent is the fcanty realm of fenfe. ; 

The y«/«r^, r^/i/oA'/ empire unconfinM: t4->S 

On that expending all her godlike power. 

She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs^ there ^ 

There, builds her &//?^^j / There, cxpeft^ hcr//-^///} 

And nothing afks oi fortune y or ef men* 

And what is reafon? Be fhe, thus, defin'd; 1440 

Jleafon is upri^t flature kn ihefouL 

Oh ! be a w<i« 5 and ftiivc to be a go J. 

** For what? (thou fay'ft) To damp the joys of life ?'* 
. No; to give heart zadfubftance to thy joys* 
•That tyrant, hope; mark how (he domineers; 1445 

She bids us quit realities, for dreams ; 

Safety and peace for hazard, and alarm; 

That tyrant o'er the tyrants of the foul. 

She bids ambition quit its taken prize, 

-Spvrn the luxuriant branch on which // fits, 14.50 

Though iKaring crowns, to fpring at dijfaut game ; 

P .3. Kx^^ 
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And plunge in toils and dangers— for repofe. 

If hope precarious, and of things, when galnM, 

Of little moment, and as little ftay. 

Can fweeten toils, and dangers into joys ^ i^^^ 

What then, that hope, which nothing can defeat. 

Our leave unaikM ? Rich hope of boundlefs blifs ! 

Blifs, paft man's power to paint it j timers to clofc I 

This hope is earth's moft eilimable prize': 
*^is is man's portion, while no more than man : x4j6o 
Hope, of all pafRons, moft befriends us here ; 
Paflions of prouder name befriend us lefs. 
Joy has her tears j and tranfport has her death \ 
Hope, like a cordial, innocent, though ftrong, 
^Man's heart, at once, inJpiritSy vsAferenesi X4^5 

Nor makes him pay his wifdom for his joys | 
'Tis all our prefent ftate czxifafely bear. 
Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind ! 
A joy attempcr'd ! a chajiis^d delight ! 
•iLike the fair fummer evening, mild, and fweet I 1470 
'Tis man's full cup ; his paradife below ! 

A bleft hereafter, tbefty or hopM, or gain'd. 
Is All j our lubole of happinefs : full proof, 
I chofe no trivial or inglorious tbefne* 
And know, ye foestofong! (well-meaning men, 14.75 
Though quite forgotten * half your Bible'^s praiie !) 
Important truths^ in fpite of 'verfe^ may pleale : 
Gra've minds you praife; nor can you praife too mack t 
If there is weight in an Eternity, 
Let the gra*ve liften j-— and be gra'uer ftill. i^jo 

NIGHt 
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NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 
VIRTU E*s APOLOGY 

OR, 

THE MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWERED 

IN WHICH ARE CONSIDERED* 

The Love of this Life} the Ambition and Pleafui 
with the Wit and Wifdom of the World. 

AND has all pature, then, efpousM my part ? 
HaVe I bribed heaven and earth to plead againft the 
And is thy foul immortal P-^Wh^t remains ? 
All, All, Lorenzo !— Make immortal, bleft. 
Unbleft immortals '—What can fhock us more ? 
And yet Lorenzo ftill afFefts tbe ivorl^^ 
There, ftows tlis treafurej thence, his title draws, 
Man of tbe ^orld (for fuch wouldft thou be callM) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious ftyle? 
Proud of reproach ? for a reproach it twas. 
In antient days ; and Christia N^n an age, 
When men were men, and not afhamM of heaven— 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crownM their joy-. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Caftalian font, 
Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 
A purer fpirit, and a nobler name. 
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Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflamM» 
point out my path, and di^late to my ibng: 
To Thee, the i^rU how fair ! How &ron^f ftrikes 
Ambition! and gay pUafure ftronger ftilt f i#^ 

Thy triple b^e ! thip triple bolt that lay« 
Thy virtue dead ! Be tbefe my triple theme j. 
Nor fhall thy njuit, or tjuifihm, be forgot* 

Common the theme ^ not {q the fong; If ihc 
My fong Invoked, Urania, deign» to (hule. ^5, 

The charm that chains us to the world, her foe^ 
If ihe difTolves, the man of earthy at once. 
Starts £rDm his trance, and. figha for. other icesies>; 
Scenes, \ll1er4thefefparks of nighty theie^^xrf, fhall fliine 
Unnumbered funs (for all things, as they are^ y^ 

Thebl^ft behpldO and, in on? gl<Mry> pour 
Their blende4 bla^ oq Qian's aftoniih'd figfat^. 
A blaze-*-th? leall illuftrious^ obje6l tbere^ 

Lorenzo! iince etem^is at band. 
To fwaUaw time's ambitions ; as tb& vaft. - ^ 

Leviathan, the bubbles vain,, that ride 
High on the fpamfng billpw j what avail: 
High titles, high defcent, attainments high^ 
If unattainM our bigbeftF O Lorenzo ! 
What lofty thoughts, thefe elements above,. ^ 

What towering hopes, what faJlies from the iVm, 
What grand furveys of deiUny divine, 
And pompous prefage of unfathom'd fate,. 
Should roll in bofoms, where a fpirit burns. 
Bound for eternity ! In bofoms read ^^ 

3y Him, who fpiblea in archangels fecsil 

Oil 
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On human hearts He bends a jealous eye^ 

And marks, and in heaven^s regifter inrolls. 

The rife, and progrefs, of each option there ; 

Sacred to dpomfday ! That the page unfoldsi 50 

And fpreads us to the gaze of gods and men. 

And what an option, O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
This world ! and This, unrival'd by the ikies I 
A world, where lult of pleafuriy grandeur, goJdy 
Three damons that divide its realms between them, 55 
With ftrokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's reftlefs heart, their fport, their flying ball ; 
Till, with the giddy circle Tick, and lir d. 
It pants for peace, and drops into defpair. 
Suf h is the world Lorenzo fets above 60. 

That glorious promife angels were efteem'd 
Too mean to bring \ a promife, their Ador'd 
Defcended to communicate, and prefs. 
By counfel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Such is the world Lorenzo's wifdom wooes, 65- 

And ou its thorny pillow feeks repofe; 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill-prepared^ 
Intoxicates, but not compofes ; fills 
The vifionary mind with gay chima^ras. 
All the wild trafh of lleep, without the refl; 7a 

■ What unfeign'd travel, and wh;it dreams of joy ! 
How frail, men, things ! how momentary, both ! 
Fantaftic chace of ihadows hunting (hades ! 
Tht gay y thcbujyy equal, though unlike;. 
Equal in wifdom, differently wife ! 75 

Through flowery meadows, and through dreary waftes, 
P 4 Owt 
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One buftling, and one dancing, into death. ^ 
There *s not a day» but, to the man of thought. 
Betrays fome fecret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes him fick of feeing more. to 

The fcenes of bufinefs tell us— «* What arc men f ' 
The fcenes of pleafure^^* What is all befide j" 
There, others we defpife j and Here, ourfelves* 
Amid difguft eternal, dwells delight ? 
'Tis approbation ftrikes the ftring of joy* 85 

What wondrous prize has kindled this career. 
Stuns with the din, and choaks us with the duft. 
On life's gay ftage, one inch above the gra^e > 
The proud run up and down in queft of eyes ^ 
The fenfual, in purfuit of fomething worie j ^ 

The grave, of "gold; jhc politic, of power» 
And all, of other butterflies, as vain ! 
As eddies draw things frivolous and lights 
How is man's heart by vanity drawn in; 
On the fwift circle of returning toys, ^5 

Whirrd,ftraw-like,round andround,and then ingnlph^d; 
Where gay delu£on darkens to defpair i 

** This is a beaten track, '""'--As this a track 
Should not be beaten ? never beat enough. 
Till enough leam'd the truths it would inipiie. io« 
Shall Truth be filent, becaufe Folly frowns ? 
Turn the world's hiftory ; what find we there, 
But fortune^s fports, or nature^s cruel claims. 
Or 'woman's artifice, or man's revenge. 
And endlefs inhumanities on man ? 105 

Fame's trumpet feldom founds, but, like the kneli. 

It 
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It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows 

Man*s mifadventures round the liftening world ! 

Man is the tale of narrative old time ; 

Sad tale; which high as Paradife begins ^ 1x0 

As if, the toil of travel to delude. 

From ftage to ftage, in his eternal round. 

The ^x, his daughters, as they fpin our hours 

On fortune's wheel, where accident unthought 

Oft, in a moment, fnaps lifers ftrongeft thread, 1x5 

Each, in her turn, fome tragic ftory tells. 

With, now-and-then, a wretched farce between, 

And fills his chronicle with human woes. 

Time's daughters, true as thofe of men, deceive us j 
Not one, but puts fome cheat on all mankind : 120 
While in ihtir father" s bofora, not yet ours^ 
They flatter our fond hopes j and promife much 
Of amiable ; but hold him not oVrwife, 
Who dares to truft them j and laugh round the year. 
At ftill-confiding, ftill-confounded, man, 125 

Confiding, though confounded \ hoping on, 
Untaught by trial, unconvincM by proof. 
And ever-looking for the never-feen. 
Life to the laft, like hardenM felons, lyes ; 
Nor owns itfelf a cheat, till it expires. x 3« 

Its little joys go out by One and One, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfe6l night; 
Night darker, than what, notVy involves the pole. 

O Thou, who doft permit thefe ills to fall, 
For gracious ends,and would'ft that man ihould mourn ! 
O Thou, wiiofe hands this goodly fabric framed. 
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Who know'ii it beft, and would'ft that man ihould know 1 

What is this Sublunary worjd ? A vapour ; 

A vapour all it holds $ itfelf, a vapour j 

From the damp bed of chaos> by Thy beam 140 

ExhalM, ordain'd to fwim its deftinM hour 

In ambient air, then melt, and difappesu*. 

Earth's days are numbered, nor remote her doom j 

As mortal, though lefs tranfient, than her Tons s 

Y?t they doat on her, as the world and they 145 

Were both eternal, 'folidi Thou, a dream. 

They doat ! on what? Immortal 'vie^ws apart, 
A region of outfides ! a land of Oiadows i 
A fi-uitful field of flowery promiies I 
A wildernefs of joys I perplexed with doubts, 150 

And fharp with thorns ! a troubled acean^ ipread 
With bpld adventurers, their all on board ! 
No fecond hope, if here their fortime frowns 5 
Frown foon it mufii Of various rates they iaij. 
Of enfigns various; AH alike iu Thi§, j^^ 

All reftlcfs, anxious 5 toft with hopes, and fears. 
In calmeft ikies \ obnoxious All to ftorm } 
And ftormy the mgft general blaft of life i 
All bound for happinisft ; yet few provic^e 
The chart of knQV^Udg€> pointing where it lies 5 x6o 
Or 'virtue's helm, to fliape the cqurfe deiignM \ 
Ally more or lefs, capriqious fate lament. 
Now lifted by the tide» and now reforb'd. 
And farther from their wifhes than before: 
Allj more or lefs, againft each other dafli, 16^ 

To mutual hurt, by gufts cf pafTion driven. 

And 
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And fuflfering more from folly, than from fate. 
Ocean I Thou dread&l and tunuiltuous kQm^ 
Of dan^rs, at eternal war with man ! 
Death's capita^ wher^ moft he domineers, >^ 170 
With all his chofen terrors frownisg rouad>. 
(Though lately feafted high at * Albion'R coft) 
Wide-opening, and loud-roaring ftill foi* more 1 
Too faithfql mirror 1 how doib thou r«fl^ 
The melancholy face o£ human life I i«rSi 

The flrong refemblance tempts md farther (till : 
And, haply, Britain may. be deeper ftrudi;. 
By moral truths in fuch a minror feen,. 
Which nature holda for ever at het eye. 

Self-flatterM, unexperiencM, high in hope, iSo- 

When young, with fanguine chear, and ftreamers gay,. 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, 
And fondly dream each wind and iUr our friend i 
All, in fome darling enterprise embarked :. 
But where is he can fathom its extent ? i^Sj. 

Amid a multitude of artlefs hands, 
Ruin^s fure perquifite 1 her lawful prize ! 
Some fteer aright; but the black blaft blows hard, 
And puffs them wide of hope : with hearts of proof. 
Full againft wind and tide, yo/«^ win their way j 19a. 
And when^rong effort has deferv'd the port. 
And tpgg'd it into view, 'tis won ! 'tis loft ! 
Though ftrong their oar, ftill ftronger is their fat? t- 
They ftrike ; and while they triumph, they expire, . 
[n ftrefs of weather, moj 5 fome fmk outright j 1^5/, 

O'er. 
• Admiral Balchen, &c. 
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O'er them, and o>r their names, the billows dofe; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever bom. 
Others a ihort memorial leave behind. 
Like a flag floating, wlien the bark ^8 ingulphM ; 
It floats a moment, and is feen no morie : iM 

One Caefar lives 5 a thoufand are forgot. 
How few, beneath aufpicious planets bom, 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond fate's ele6^ !) 
With fwelling fails make good the proxnisM port, 
With all their wiflies freighted ! yet ev'u Thcfc, JOJ 
Freighted with all their wiflies, foon complain $ 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free. 
They ftill are men ; and when is man fecure ? 
As fatal time^ zsfltrm I thenrfh of years 
Beats down their ftrength ; their numberlefs efcapes 110 
In ruin end : and, now, their prond fuccefs 
But plants neno terrors on the vigor's brow : 
What pain toxjuit the world, juft made their own. 
Their neft fo deeply drown'd, and built fo high I 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ftars. 11 

Woe then apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man), and fortune at otir nod. 
The gay ! rich ! great ! triumphant I and auguft ! 
What are they ? — ^The moft happy (ftrange tq^fay !) 
Convince tne moft of human mifery j a: 

What are they ? Smiling wretches of to-morronv I 
More wretched, tbefiy than e'er their flave can be 5 
Their treacherous bleflings, at the day of need. 
Like other faithlefs friends, unmalk, and fting : 
ncn, what provoking indigence in wealth ! a: 

Whi 
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y 'What aggravated impotence in power ! 

y High titles, theXf what infult of their pain ! 
If that fole anchor, equal to the waves, 

i Immortal hope I defies not the rude ftorm. 

Takes comfort from the foaming billows' rage, 230^ 
And makes a welcome hai'bour of the tomb. 
Is This zjketcb of what thy foul admires ? 
** But here (thou fay'ft) the miferies of life 
** Are huddled in a group. A more diftinft 
i* Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news." 2^5 
Look on life's ftages : they fpeak plainer &!\\\ ; 
The plainer they, thee deeper wilt thou figh. 
Look on thy lovely boy 5 in him behold 
The bell that can befal the beft on earth j 
The boy has virtue by his mother's fide : 240 

Yes-, on Florello look : ^ father" s heart 
Is tender, though the man's is made of done ; 
The truth, through fuch a medium feen, may make 
Imprelfion deep, and fondnefs prove thy friend. 

Florello lately caft on this rude coaft 245 

A helplefs infant \ now a heedlefs child ; 
To poor ClariflVs throes, thy care fucceeds 5 
Care full of love, and yet fevere as hate I 
O'er thy foul's joy how oft thy fondnefs frowns ! 
Needful aufterities his will reftrain ; 25© 

As thorns fence-in the tender plant from harm. 
As yet, his reafon cannot go alone 5 
But afks a ftemer nurfe to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrify'd 5 
The blufh of morning, in his cheek, turns palej 255 

Vs. 
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Its pearly dew-drop treAibi^s in his €3^6 { 
His harmlefs eye ! and drowns an angel theve* 
Ah ! what avails his innocence ? The taflc 
InjoinM muft difcipline his early powers $ 
He learns to figh> ere he is known to (in;; 
<Tuiltlefs, and fad! a wretch before the faU! 
How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 
-Our nature fuck, with neceffary paiiw^ 
We purchafe profpefts of precarious peace ? 
Though not 2l father j This might fteal a figh. 

Suppofe him difeipHn*d aright (if not, 
"*Twill fink our poor account to poorer ftill)^ 
:Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 
^e leaps inclofiue, bounds into the world ! 
The world is taken, after ten years toil, 
-Xike antient Troy ; and all its joys his own. 
Alas ! the world 's a tutor more fevere ; 
Jts lefibns hard, and ill deferve his pains $ 
Unteaching All his virtuous nature taught, 
"Or books (fair virtue's advocates!) infpir*d. 

For who receives him into public life > 
Men of 'the nvorldy the terroe-filial breed. 
Welcome the modeft ftranger to their fphei^, 
(Which glittered long, at diftance, in hia fight) 
And, in their hofpitafbk arms, inclofe : 
Men, who think nought fo ftrong of the romance. 
So rank knight«errant, as a real friend : 
Men, that aft up to reafon's golden rule. 
All weaknefs of affeSt'tan quite fubdued : 
Men, that would bkih at Wm^ thought fincere, 

5 < 
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And feign, for glory, thefnv faults they want 5 
That love a lye, where truth would pay as well 5 
As if, to Them, *vice ihone her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! canft thou bear a (hocking fight ? 
Such, for Florello's fake, 'twill now apprear : «9< 

See, the fteerd files a£ feafonM veterans, 
Train'd to the world, in bumifli'd falfehood bright j 
Deep in the fatal ftratagem^ of peace ; 
All foft fenfation, in the throng, rubbM oiF; 
Ail their keen purpofe, in politenefs, flieat^d $ , ±^\ 
His friends eternal-— during intereft $ 
His foes implacable— when worth their while | 
At war with every welfare, but their own j 
As wife as Lucifer $ and half as good ; 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain— %oc 
Naked, through Thefe (fo common fate ordains)^ 
Naked of heart, his cruel courfe he runs. 
Stung out of All, moft amiable in life, 
Prompt truth, and open thought, and fmiles onfeignM | 
A£Fe6lion, as his fpecies, wide diffusM ; 304 

Noble prefumptions to nE&ankin<l*s renown ,| 
Ingenuous trull', and confidence of love. 

Thefe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
Will cod him nvany a figh ; till time, and pains. 
From the flow miftrefs of this fchool, ExperUncty %ii 
And her ailiftant, paufmg, pale, Dtftrufty 
Purchafe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth 
Through ferpentine obliquities of life. 
And the dark labyrinth oi human^hearts. 
And happy I if the clue ihsdl come fo cheap ; %i\ 
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For, while wc leam to fence with public guilt. 

Full oft we feel its foul contagion too. 

If lefs than heavenly virtue is our guard. 

Thus, a ftrange kind of curft neceflity 

Brings down the fterling temper of his foul, 310 

By bafe alloy, to bear the current ftamp, 

BelofA) caird wifdom j fmks him into fafety ; 

And brands him into credit with the 'world ; 

Where fpccious titles dignify difgrace. 

And nature's injuries are arts of life j . 3 

Where brighter reafon prompts to bolder crimes j 

And heavenly talents make infernal hearts ; 

That unfurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiavel ! who labourM bard his plan, 
Forgot, that genius need not go to fchool 5 330 

Forgot, that man, without a tutor wife. 
His plan had pra£lisM, long before 't was writ. 
The world 's all title-page 5 there 's no contents j 
The world *s i^face \ the man who (hew^s his keart^ 
Is whooted for his nudities, and fcom'd. 335 

A man I knew, who liv'd upon a fmile 5 
And well it fed him ; he look'd plump and fair; 
While rankeft venom foam'd through every vein. 
Lorenzo I what I tell thee, take not ill ! 
Living, he fawn'd on tvtrjfool alive ; 34* ' 

And, dying, curs'd iht friend on whom ke liv^d. 
To fuch proficients thou art half a faint. 
In foreign realms (for thou haft traveled far) 
How curious to contemplate two ftatC'^rooks, 
5fudious their neft% to feather in a trice^ 345 

4 VTidk 
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With all the necromanttcs of their art. 

Playing the game oi faces on each oAer, 

Making court fweet-meats of their latent gall. 

In foolifh hope, to ileal each other^s tnift ; 

Both cheating, both exulting, both deceived ; 350 

And, fometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 

Their part$ we doubt not \ but be That their ihame j 

Shall men of talents, fit to rule mankind. 

Stoop to mean wiles, that would difgrace a fool ; 

Aiid lofe the thanks of thofc few friends they fervc ? 355 

For who can thank the man, he cannot y?e^ 

Why fo much cover ? It defeats itfelf. 
Ye, that know all things ! know ye not, mens hearts 
Arc therefore known, becaufe they are conceal'd ? 
Tor why concealed ?— The caufe they need not telL 360 
I give him joy, that 's aukward at a lye 5 
Whofc feeble nature truth keeps ftill in awe j 
His incapacity is his renown. 
'Ti« great, 'tis manly, to difdain difguife 5 
It (hews our fpirit, or it proves our ftrength. 365 

Thou fay'ft, 'Tis needful: is it therefore right? 
Howe'cr, I grant it fome fmall fign of grace. 
To ftrain at an excufe : and wouldft thou then 
Efcape that cruel need? Thou may'ft, with eafe; 
'Think no poft needful that demands a knave. 370 

When late our civil helm was /hifting hands. 
So Pulteney thought : think better if you can. 

But this, how rare 1 the public path of life 
Is dirty :— ^et, allow that dirt its due, 
It makes the noble mind mor» noble ftill s 375 

V€fX. II. Q. -YW 



^%€ YOUNG'S POEMS. 

The world ^s no neuter } it will .wound, or faye i 
Or virtue quench^ or indignation fire. 
Tou fay. The world, well-known, will make a mwis 
The world, well-known, will give our hearts to he37en> 
Or make us cUtmonSf long before we' die. 5S} 

To ihew how fair the world, tby miftrefs, ihines. 
Take either part, fure ills attend the choice j 
Sure, though not equal, detriment enfues* 
Not «vir/«^V-felf is deify*d on earth j 
Firtue has her relapies, confii^s, foes $ 3S5 

Foes, that ne'er fail to make her feel their hate* 
Firtue has her peculiar iet of paine. 
True friends to virtue, laft, and leafi^ complain | 
But if tbey figh, can others hope to iinile ? 
If luifdom has her miferies to mourn, ^ao 

How can ^or folly lead a happy life ? 
And if both fufFer, what has earth to boaft. 
Where he mofl happy, who the leaft laments I 
Where muchy much patience, the moft envy'd ftate, 
Andfome forgivenefs, needs, the beft of fiiende ? 395 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither fliall he find the ihadow ber^^ 

The world's fwom advocate, without a fee 
Lorenzo fmartly, with a (mile, replies $ 
*^ Thus far thy fong is right j and All muft own, 400 
<< Virtue has her peculiar fit of pains. --^ 
** PixA joys peculiar who to a;^-^ denies ? 
«* If vice it is, with nature to comply t 
<< If pridey zndfenfif are fo predominant, 
'< To checki not 9vcrc<mf, theoi^ makes a faints 495 

«5.Ctt 
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*< Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim 

*« Pleafuref and glory, the chief good of man >" 

Can prUey zndfen/uality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thought, all pleafure fprings j . 
And, from an humble fpirit, all om peace. ^jo 

Jmhition, pleafure! let us talk of Thefe : 
Of Thefe, the Porch, and Academy, talk'd; 
Of Thefe, each following age had much to fay : 
Yet, unwchaufted, ftill, the needful theme. 
Who talks of ibefe, to mankind all at once ., 415 

He talks j for where the faint from either free ? • 
Are Thefe thy refuge ? — No : thefe rufli upon thee j , . 
Thy vitals feize, and *vulture'like, devour ; . . 

I '11 try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus ! from this barren ball of earth; ^^:^g 

If reafon can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, fifft, thy Caucafusy ambition, calls ; ^ 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes I 
Of courted woes ! and courted through miil?ikc 1 
""Tis not ambition charms thee; 'tis a cheat 4.2 1 

"Will make thee ftart, as H ' at his Moor, . 
Doft grafp at greatnefs ? Firft, know what it is ; 
Think'ft thou thy greatnefs in dtftinSiion lies } . . 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er fo high, 
"By fortune ftuck, to mark us from the throng, 4.50 
Is glory lodg'd : 'tis lodg'd in the reverfe j 
In that which joins, in that which equals. All, 
The monarch and his flave 5—** A deaAlefs foul, 
*« Unbounded profpeft, and immortal kin, 
« A Father Godj and brothers in the fldes j" 435 
Qji Elder; 
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Elderj indeed, xn time | but lefs remote 

In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man; 

Why greater what can fall, than what can rife ? 

If ftill delirious, now, Lorenzo ! go j 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the ^world^ 440 
Throw fcorn around thee j caft it on thy flaves | 
Thy flaves, and equals : how fcorn caft on Them 
Rebounds on Thee ! if man is mean, as man. 
Art thou a god ? li, fortune makes 'him foy 
Beware the confequence : a maxim That, 445 

Which draws a monftrous pi£hire of mankind. 
Where, in Ae drapery, the man is loft | 
.Externals fluttering, and the foul forgot. 
Thy greateft glory, when difpos^d to boaft, 
BosKft that aloud, in which thy fervants ihare* 450 

We wifely ftrip the fteed we mean to buy s 
Judge we, in their caparifons, of men ? 
It nought avails thee, tvbere, but ivbat, thou art j 
All the diftinftions of this little life 
Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man, 45$ 

When, through death's flxeights, eartb*j iubtle ferpeofi 

' creep. 
Which wriggle into wealth, or climb renown. 
As crooked Satan the forbidden tree* 
They leave their party^colour'd robe behind. 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen crefts, and hifs at us below. 
Of fortune'sy«f«/ ftrip them, yet alive j 
Strip them of body, too ; nay, dofer ftill. 
Away with ally but mvrd!% in thdr minds x 
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And ]et> what then remains, impofe their name, 465 

F(v>nounce them Weak, or Worthy ; Great, or Mean. ' 

How mean that fiiuff of glory fortune lights. 

And death puts out 1 Doft thou demand a teft, 

A teft, at once, infallible, and ihort, 

Of real Greatnefs ? That man Greatly lives, 470 

Whatever his fate, or fame, who Greatly dies 5 

Uigh-fluih'd with hope, where heroes fhall defpair. 

If this a true criterion, many courts, 

Illuftrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th' Almighty, from his throne, on earth fiureys 475 
Nought Greater, than an honeft, Humble Heart j 
An Humble Heart, His relidence ! pronounced 
His fecond feat ; and rival to the ikies. 
The private path, the fecret afts of men, 
If noble, far the nobleft of our lives ! 480 

How far above Lorenzo^s glory fits 
TV illuftrious mafter of a name unkfionvn ; 
WTiofe worth unrivalM, and unwitnefsM, loves 
Lifers facred ihades, where gods converfe with men j 
And peace, beyond the world's conceptions, fmiles ! 485 
As thou (now dark), before we part, fhalt fee. 

But thy Great Soul this /kulking glory fcorn^. 
Lorenzo 's fick, but when Lorenzo *s leen ; 
And, when he fhnigs at public bufinefs, lyes. 
Peny'd the public eye, the public voice, 490 

As if he liv'd on others' breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the world his pfedeftal 5 . 
Mankind the gazers, the fole figure, He. 
Knows he, that mankind praife againft theH* will. 
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And mix as much detraction as they can ? 495 

Knows he, that faithlefsyoffi/ her whi(per bas^ 

As well as trumpet f That his vanity 

Is fo much tickled from not hearing AUF 

Knows this aIl-knower| that from itch of praifcy 

Or^ from an itch more fordid, when he ihines 50s 

Taking his country by five hundred ears. 

Senates at once admire him^ and defpile. 

With modeft laughter lining loud applaufe. 

Which makes the fmile more mortal to his fame ? 

ITtsfamef Which (like the mighty Caefar), crown'd 505 

With laurels, in full fenate, greatly falls. 

By feeming friends, -that honour, and deftroy. 

We rife in glory, as we fink in pride : 

Where boafting ends, there dignity begins : 

And yet, miftaken beyond all miftake, 516 

The blind Lorenzo 's proud— of being proud j 

And dreams himfelf afcending in his fall* 

An eminence, though fancy'd, turns the brain : 
All vice wants hellebore 5 but of all vice. 
Pride loudeft calls, and for the largeft bowl j 515 

Becaufe, unlike all other vice, it flies, 
Infa^, the point, infancy moll purfued. 
Who court applaufc, oblige the world in this 9 
They gratify man's paflion to refufe. 
Superior honour, when ajfum'd, is loft ^ ^lO 

Ev*n good men turn banditti^ and rejoice. 
Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 

Though fomcwhat difconcerted, fteady ftill 
To the lAjorWs ca\ifc, '^\\iK>aa\i ^^^^^"-^is^^ 
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Lorcnio crkB^^^* Bcf theii, ambition csA i 5*S 

*' Ambition *8 dearer far ftands unimpeac&'d, 

'^ Gay pleafure ! proud ambition is her flave $ 

<< For Her, he fears at greats and hazards ill\ 

** For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes $ 

<< And paves his way, with crowns, to reach Her fmik : 

** Whocanrefift her charms?''— Or, ^«/tf^ Lorenz«r^ 

What mortal ihall refift, where angels yield ? 

Pleafure 's the miftrefs of ethereal powers j 

For her contend the rival gods above j 

fieafure 's the miftrefs of the world below j 535 

And well it was for man, that pleafure charms ; 

How would All ftagnate, but for pleafure* s ray ! 

How would the frozen ftream of a6lion ceafe I 

What is the pulfe of this fo bufy world ? 

The love of pleafure ; that, through every vein, 540 

Throws motion, warmth \ and fliuts out death from life* 

Though various are the tempers of nsankind, 
Pleafure*s gay family hold All in chains t 
Some moft affe£b the black ; and fome, the fair ; 
Some honeft pleafure coiut ; and fome, obfcene. 54.5 
Pleaiures obfcene are various, as the throng 
Of paffions, that can err in human hearts ; 
Miftake their objefts, or trangrefs their bounds. 
Think you there 'shut one whoredom? Whoredom, All, 
But when our reafon licenfes delight. 550 

Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou fhalt doubt no more. 
Thy father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common harlot, in the daik j 
A rank adulterer with others' gold I 
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And that hag, 'vengeaucii in a comer, cbaims. 555 

Hatred her brothel has, as well «8 Uvip 

Where horrid epicures debauch in blood. 

Whatever the motiTC, fleafureiz the mark : 

For Her, the black aflaffin draws his iword j 

FofHer, dark ftatefinen trim their midnight lamp, 56« 

To which no Jingle facrifice may fall j 

For Her, the faint abftains $ the mifer flanres; 

The Stoic proud, for pleafure, pleafure fconi*d; 

For Her, affliSHotCs daughters grief indulge. 

And find, or hope, a luxury in tears j 565 

For Her, guilt, ihame, toil, danger, we defy ; 

And, with an aim <voluptuousy rufli on death* 

Thus univerfal her defpotic power I 

And as her empire wide, her praife is juft. 
Patron of pleafure I doater on delight t ^yo 

J am thy rival ; pleafure I profefs ^ 
Pleafure the purpofe of my gloomy fong. 
Pleafure is nought but virtue's gayer name ; 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her worth too low ^ 
Virtue the root, and pleafure is the flower j 575 

And honeft Epicurus^ foes were fools* 

But this founds harfh, and gives the ^wife ofience j 
If o'erftrainM wifdom ftill retains the name. 
How knits aufterity her cloudy brow. 
And blames, as bold, and hazardous, the praife 5S0 
Of pleafure i to mankind, unprais%. too dear I 
Ye modem Stoics I hear my foft reply j 
Their fenfes men *will truft t we can't impofe 5 
Or, if we could, i% Vmigo^UQiik i^Jvt ? 
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^ O'ffCi honey fweet \ but, owning, add this /wj^j ^85 
** When mUt with poifon, it is deadly too.^* 
Truth never was indebted to a lye. 
Is nought but virtue to be praisM, as good ? 
Why then is health preferred before difeafe ? 
What nature loves is good, without our leave. 590 
And where no future drawback cries, " Bem;are j" 
Pleafurey though not from virtue, Jbould prevail. 
^Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven j 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The love of fleafure is man's cldeft-born, 595. 

Bom in his cradle, living to his tomb } 
Wtfdxiniy her younger fitter, though more grave. 
Was meant to tniniftery and not to mar. 
Imperial pleafurey queen of human hearts. 

Lorenzo ! Thou, her majefty*s renown*d» 600 

Though uncoift counfel, learned in the vaorldl 
Who think'ft thyfelf a Murray, with difdaia 
May'ft look on me. Yet, my Demofthenes { 
Canft thou plead fleafure' s caufe as well as I ? 
Know'ft thou her nature, purpofe, parentage? 605 
Attend my fong, and thou (halt know them all j 
And know Thyfelf ^ and know thyfelf to be 
(Strange truth !) the raoft abftemious man alive. 
Tell not Califta \ (he will laugh thee dead $ 
Or fend thee to her hermitage with L 6x0 

Abfurd prefumption ! Thou who never knew^il 
A ferious thought ! (halt thou dare dream of |oy ? 
No man e'er found a happy life by chance \ 

Or yawn'd it into being, with a wilh ^ 

On 
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Or, with the fiumt tii grovdin^ apfetiU^ 615 

£*er fmelt it oat, and grubbed it from tbe dirt. 

An art it is, and nmft be learnt; and learnt 

With fmremitting cflbit, (h* be loft | 

And leaves us perfeft blockheads, in our blifs. 

The clouds may drop down titles and eftaCes ; 6m 

Weahh may ieek Us \ bnt 'wifdom muft be fought; 

Sought before all ; but (how unlike all elfe 

We feek on earth !) *tis never fought in vain. 

Firft, pUafures birth, rife, ftrength^and grandeur, ice. 
Brought forth by twifdonty nurft by difcipihuy 6x5 

By patience taught, by ferfe^erance crown*d. 
She rears her head majeftic ; round her throne, 
Ercfted in the bofom of the juft. 
Each virtue, lifted, forms her manly giiard. 
For what are 'virtues? (Formidable name !) 630 

What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
Why, then, commanded? Need mankind commands, 
At once to merits and to make^ their blifs ?— * 
Great Legiflator I fcarce fo great, as kind I 
If men are rational, and love delight, (35 

Thy gracious law but flatters human choice | 
In the tranfgreflion lies the penalty ; 
And they the moft indulge, who moft obey. 

Of pleafurey next, the final caufc explore j 
Its mighty purfofcy its important end, 640 

Not to turn btitnan brutal, but to build 
Di<vine on human, pleafure came from heaven. 
In aid to reafon was the goddefs fent 5 
To call up all it« ftreiig^ b^ Cvich a charm. 
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i'i^^T/tfr/, firft, fuccours wr/j/^ } in return, 64.5 

Firtue gives pteafure an eternal reign. 

What, but the pleafure of food, friendfliip, faith. 

Supports lih natural f civily and divine P 

*Ti8 from the pleafure of repaft, we live 5 

*Tis from the pleafure of applaufe, we pleafe 5 6«d 

'Tis from the pleafure of belief, we pray 

(All prayer would ceafe, if unbeliev'd the prize): 

It ferves ourfelves, our fpecies, and our God j 

And to ferve more, is paft the fphere of man. 

Glide, then, for ever, pleafure's facred ftreaml 655 

Through Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs. 

And fofters every growth of happy life 5 

Makes a new Eden where it flows ;— but fuch 

As mujf be loft, Lorenzo ! by thy fall. 

« mat mean I by tbyfall ^"— Thou 'It fhortly fee, 660 
While pleafure's nature is at large difplay'd j 
Already fung her origin^ and ends, 
Thofe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree. 
When pleafure violates, 'tis then a vice. 
And vengeance too ; it haftens into pain. 66$, 

From due refrefliment, life, health, reafon, joy 5 
From wild excefs, pain, grief, diftra^lion, death $ 
Heaven's juftice this proclaims, and that her love. 
What greater evil can I wifh my foe. 
Than his full draught of pleafure, from a caflc 670 
Unbroach'd hyjujf authority, ung^ug'd 
By temperance, by reafon unrefined ? 
A thoufand demons lurk within the lee. 
Heaven, others, and ourfelves ! uninjured thefe. 
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Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more divine j 675 
An]gtl8 are angels, from indulgence there j 
•Tit unrepenting pleafure makes a god. 

Doft think thyfelf a god from other \oj% ? 
A viftim rather ! fliortly fure to bleed. 
The wrong «r«/f mourn : can heaven's appointments fail? 
Can man outwit Omnipotence ? Strike out 
A felf- wrought happinefs unmeant Bjr Him 
Who made tw, and the world we would enjoy ? 
Who forms an-inftrument, ordains froxa whence 
Its diflbnance, or harmony, ihall rife. 6(5 

Heaven bade the foul this mortal frame in/piie \ 
Bade virtue's ray divine infpire the foul 
With unprecarious flows of vital joy j 
And, without breathing, man as well might hope 
For life, as without piety, for peace. 5^ 

^<^ Is 'virtue^ then, and piety the fame ?'* 
No 5 piety is more 5 'tis virtue's fource j 
Mother of every worth, as that of joy* 
Men of the «world this doftrine ill digeff 5 
They fmile at piety 5 yet boaft aloud £^^ 

Cbod-tvill to men 5 nor know they ftrive to part 
What nature joins 5 and thus confute themfelres* 
With piety begins all good on earth 5 
'Tis the firft-born of rationality. 
Confcience, her iirft law broken, wounded lies ; 760 
Enfeebled, lifelefs, impotent to good \ 
A feign'd affe6lion bounds her utmoft power. 
Some we can't love, but for the Almighty's fake j 
A foe to God was ne'er true friend* to man j 
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Some iinifter intent taints all he does ; 705 

And, in his kindeft a^Uons, he *8 onkind. 

On piety, humanity is built ; 
Andy on humanity, much happinefs ; 
And yet ftill more on piety, itfelf. 
A foul in commerce with her God, is heaven ; 7x0^ 
JE'eels not the tumults and the (hocks of life ; 
The whirls of paflions, and the (brokes of heart* 
A Deity believM, is joy begun 5 
A Deity adorM, is joy advanced ; 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matured. 7x5 

Each branch oi piety delight infpires ; 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next. 
O'er death's dark gulph, and all its horror hides | 
PraifSf the fweet exhalation of our joy, 
That joy exalts, and makes it fweetef ftill 5 720 

Prayer ardent opens heaven^ lets down a fti'eam 
Of glory on the confecrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity« 
Who worfliips the Great God^ that inftant joins 
The firft in heaven, and fets his foot on helh 721 

Lorenzo I when waft Thou at church before ? 
Thou thmk'ft the fervice long : but is it juft ? 
Though juft, unwelcome : thou hadft rather tread 
Unhallow'dj^oundj the Mufe, to win thine ear, 
Muft take an air lefs folemn. She complies. 730 

Good confcience / at the fouiyi the world retires j 
Verfe difaife£ls it, and Lorenzo fmiles \ 
Yet has (he her/eraglio full of charms 5 
And fuch as age (hall heighten, jbiot Impair. 

Art 
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Art thou dejefted ? Is thy mind o'ercaft ? 73s 

Amid her fair-ones^ thou die faireft chufe. 

To chafe thy gloom.—** Go, fix fbme weighty tr9th\ 

*< Chain down fome /4^ff ; do Come generous gaoil 

** Teach ignorance to fee, ov grief to £m\\t j 

«* Correft thy friend i befriend thy greateft^tf^; 740 

** Or with warm heart, and confidence divine, 

* < Spring up, and lay fbrong hold on Him who made thee.** 

Thy gloom is fcatterM, fprightly fpirits flow ; 

Though witherM is thy vine, and harp unftrung. 

Doft call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, 745 
Loud mirth, mad laughter ? Wretched comforters ! 
Phyficians ! more than half of thy difeafe. 
Laughter, though never cenfur'd yet as fin, 
(Pardon a thought that only feems fevere) 
Is half-immoral : is it much indulged ? 750 

By venting fpleen, or diffipating thought. 
It (hews ^ /corner f or it makes 2ifool i 
And fms, as hurting others, or ourfelves. 
'Tis pride, or emptinefs, applies the draw. 
That tickles little minds to mirth efFufe ; 735 

Of grief approaching, the portentous fign ! 
The houfe of laughter makes a houfe of woe. 
A man triumphant is a monftrous fight ; 
A man dejeSied is a fight as mean. 
What caufe for triumph, where fuch ills abound ? 761 
What for dejeSiiot^, where prefides a Power, 
Who caird us into being to be bleft ? 
So grieve, as confcious, grief may rife to joy { 
So joyi as confcious^ joy to grief may fall* 

Moft 
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Moft true, a wife man never will be fad ; 765 

But neither will Xonorous^ bubbling mirthy 
A ihallow ftream of happineft betray ; > 
Tqo happy to be fportive, he ^s ferene. 

Yet wouldft thou laugh (but at thy own expence) 
This counfel ilrange fhould I prefume to give-— f 79 
•* Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay." 
nere truths abound of fovereign aid to peace | 
Ah ! do not prize them iefs, becaufe infpirM, 
As thou, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If not infpirM, that pregnant page had flood, 775 

^nufs treafure I and the wonder of the wife ! 
Thou think'ft, perhaps, thy foul alone at ftake j 
Alas 1— Should men miflake thee for 3. fool i"^ 
What man of tafte for genius, wifdom, truth, 
Though tender of thy fame, could interpofe ? 780 
Believe me, fenfe, bere, a£Vs a double part. 
And the true critic is a Cbriftian too. 

But tbefcy thou think'ft, are gloomy paths to joy.-* 
^rue joy in funfhine ne^er was found at firft; 
They, firft, themfelves offend, who greatly pleafe j 785 
And travel only gives us found repofc. 
Heaven y^//lr all plcafurei effort is the price } 
The joys of conqueft are the joys of man j 
And glory the viftorious laurel fprcads 
O'er pleafure^s pure, perpetual, placid (beam. 79* 

There is a time, when toil muft be preferred. 
Or joy, by mif-timM fondnefs, is undone. 
A man oi pleafure is k man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be bleft. 

4 J'^A 
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Fiiifi]oySf indeed, aFebomfrom want of thought ; 7) 
From thoughts full bent, and energy, die tnui 
And that demands a mind in equal poize. 
Remote from gloomy grief, and g^laring joy. 
Mnch joy not only fpeaks imall happinefs. 
But happinefs that fliortly muft expire. U 

Can joy, anbottomM in reflection, ftand f 
And, in a tempeft, can refle£tion live ? 
Can joy, like thine, fecure itfelf an hour? 
Can joy, like thine, meet accident unihocVd ? 
Or ope the door to honeft poverty ? I1 

Or talk with threatening death, and not tarn pale ? 
In fuch a world, and fnch a nature, tA€/e 
Are needful fundamentals of delight : 
Thefe fundamentals give -delight indeed^ 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ^ ! 

Delight, unfhaken, mafculine, divine $ 
A conftant, and a found, h\xt ferious joy. 

Is joy the daughter of feverity ? 
It is :— yet far my do^rine from fevere. 
<< Rejoice for ever :^ It becomes a man § \ 

Exalts, and fets him nearer to tlie gods. 
•* Rejoice for ever!*' Nature ants ^ «« Rejoice i^ 
And drinks to man, in her ne6lareons cup, 
^lixt up of delicates for every fenfe $ 
To the great Founder of the bounteous feaft, ' \ 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal pndfe ; 
And he that will not pledge ber, is a churL 
/// firmly to fupport, good fully tafle^ 
h ikt whole fcience of felicity i 
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'Y€t /paring pledge i her bowl is not the bcft Si 5 

Mankind can boaft.— " A rational repaft j 

*^ Exertion, vigilance, a mirfd in arniff, 

** A military difciplinc of thought, 

*« To foil temptation in the doubtful field | 

•** And ever-waking ardor for the rigbtJ*"* 830 

'Tis tbefe firft ^ve, then guard, a chearful heart. 

Nought that is rigbty think little 5 well aware, 

What reafon bids, God bids ; by His command 

How aggrandiz'd, the fmalleft thing we do 1 

"Thus, nothing is infipid to the wife j 835 

To thee, infipid all, but what i^ mad^ 

Joys feafen'd high, and tafting ftrong of guilt. 

" Mad! (thou reply'ft, with indignation fir'4) 
*< Of antient fages proud to tread the fteps, 
♦* I follow »<^r^/'— Follow nature ftill, S40 

But look it be thine oijun : Is confcience, then. 
No part of nature ? Is (he not fupreme f 
Thou regicide ! O raiie her from die dead t 
Then, follow nature 5 and refemble God. 

"When, fpite of confcientey pleafure is purfued, S45 
Man's nature is unnaturally pleasM : 
And what 's unnatural is painful too 
At intervals, and muft difguft ev'n Thee ! 
Thefa^ thou know'ft^ but not, perhaps, the cau/e, 
Firtue^s foundations with the world's were laid j 850 
Heaven mixt her with our make, and twiftcd clofe 
Her facred interefts with the ftrings of life. 
Who breaks her aweful mandate, ftiocks himfelf. 
His better fclf ; and is it greater pain, 
' VOU II* R Our 
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O\3icfoul (hould munnur, or our dufi repine ? S53 
And one, in their eternal w^, tmufi bleed. 

If one muft fijiFer, which (hould leafl: be fyn'i} \ 
The pains of mind fttqKUs die paine of ienfe 1 
Afk, then, the f of^t, wh&t torment is .in guilt. 
The joys oi fenfi to mtntal jogrs are mean : Hi 

Senfe on the preient only fee<}6 y^ the ibul 
On pail, and future, forages for joy. 
*Ti» hers, by retroiped, through time ta range \ 
And forwtrd /xm^V great iequd to furvey. 
Could human courts take vengetutce on the nuMd^ M; 
Axes might ruft, and racks aiid gibbets fall 1 
Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reft to fste* 

Lqrrenao 1 wilt thou never be a man ? 
The man is dead^ who for the body lives* 
l^xtr'd, by the beting of his pulic, to Itfl: S^ 

With every kft, that wars againft his peace : 
And fets him quite at variance with himfelf. 
Thyfelf, firft, know 5 then love : ^felf theie is 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms* 
Afelf t]|ere#s, as fond of every vice, I7 

While every virtue wounds it to the heart : 
Humility degrades it, juJHce robs, 
Bleft bounty beggary it, fair truth betrays, 
A ad god-like magnanimty deftroys. 
^'bis felf, when rival to the former, fcom % tl 

When not in competition, kindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it :— ^But when virtue bids, 
Tofs it, or to the fowls, or to the flanries. 
And why ? *Ti8 lov^ of fUafwre bids thee Mead | 

3 Compl] 
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Comply, or owb &lf-love txtm^j or A&W. %%$ 

For what is *vkef Self-love in a miftakt i 

A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 

And 'virtue^ what ? *Tis ftlf-love in her wits. 

Quite ikilful in the market of delight. 

M€-love's good fenfe is love of that dread Power, 890 

From whom herfdf, and all (he can enjoy. 

Other felf-lqve is but difguis'd felf-hate j 

More mortal than the malice of our foes ; 

A felf-hate, ww, fcarce feit 5 then fdt full-ibre* 

When being, cturft 5 extinftion, loud implor'd 5 S95 

And every thing preferred to what we are. 
Yet this felf-love Lorenzo makes his choice : 

And, in this choice triumphant, boafts of joy. 

How is his'want of happinefs betray'd. 

By difaffe^lion to the prefent hour 1 900 

Imagination wanders far alield : 

The future pleafes : why? The prefent pains.— 

<* But that 's 2ifecret.^'* Yes, which all men know; 

And know from Thee, difcover'd unawares. 

Thy cjsafelefs agitation, reftlefs roll 905 

From cheat to cheat, impatient of a paufe 5 

What is it ?— 'Tis the cradle of the foul, 

From infitn^ fent, to rock her in difeafe, 

"Which her phyfician, Reaforiy will not cure, 

'A poor expedient ! yet thy beft ; and while 9x0 

It mitigates f hy pain. It onvtts it too. 
Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 

The weak hate remedies \ the wife havie joys* 

Superior' wifdom iS ftiperioiSblifs. 

R % 1^^ 
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And what fure mark diftinguiflies the wife ? 9x5 

Confiftent wifdom ever wills the fame j 

Thy fickle wifti is ever on the wing. 

Sic'!; of herfelf, is foil/ s chara6ler; 

As *wtfdo7rCs is, a modeft felf-applaufe. 

A change of evils is thy good fupreme ; )to 

Nor, but in motion, canft thou find thy reft. 

Man's greatffl ftrength is (hewn in ftanding ftill. 

The firft fure fymptom of a mind in health. 

Is reft of heart, and pleafure felt at home. 

Falfe pleafure from abroad her joys imports ; 91$ 

Rich from within, and felf-fuftain'd, the true* 

The true is fixt, and folid as a rock { 

Slippery xhefalfiy and tolling, as the wave. 

This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain j 

^Thaty like the fabled, felf-enamour'd boy, 9^ 

Home -contemplation her fupreme delight j 

She dreads an inten-uption from without, 

Smit with her own condition ; and the more 

Intenfe (he gazes, ftill it charms the more. 

Na man is happy, till he thinks, on earth 935 

There breathes not a more happy than himfelf x 
Then envy dies, and love overflows on All j 
And love overflowing makes an angel Here. 
Such angels. All, intitled to repofe 
On Him who governs fate : though tempeft frowns, 940 
Though nature fliakes, how foft to lean on heaven I 
To lean on Him, on whom archangels lean I 
With inward eyes, and filent as the grave. 
They Hand colle6ling every beam of thought^ 

Till 
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Till their hearts kindle with divine delight ; 945 

For all their thoughts, like angels, feen of old 
In Ifraers dream, come from, and go to, heaven ; 
Hence, are tbey ftudious of fequefter'd fcenes ; 
"While noife, and diffipation, comfort tbe^. 

Were all men happy, revelings would ceafe, 95^ 
That opiate for inquietude within. 
Lorenzo ! never man was truly bleft. 
But it composed, and gave him fuch a caft. 
As folly might miftake for want of joy. 
A caft, unlike the triumph of the proud i 955 

A modtfft afpeft, and a fmile at heart. 
O for a joy from thy Philander's fpring ! 
A fpring perennial, rifmg in the breaft. 
And permanent, as pure ! no turbid ftream 
Of rapturous exultation, fwelling high ; 960 

Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while. 
Then fink at once, and leave us in the mire. 
What does the man, who tranfient joy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the bubbles to the ftream ? 

.Vain are ail fudden fallies of delight 5 965 

Convulflons of a weak, diftemper'd joy. 
Joy 's a fixt ftate ; a tenure, not a ftart. 
Blifs there is none, but unprecarious blifs : 
That is the gem : fell All, and purchafe That. 
Why go a-begging to contingencies, 970- 

Not gainM with cafe, nor fafeiy lov'd, if gain'd ? 
At good fortuitous, draw back, and paufe ^ 
Sufpcft it ; what thou canft enfure, enjoy 5 
And nought but what thou giv'ft thyfelf, is {\ire. 

R I i<.€afcn 
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Reaf9n perpetuates joy that reafea gives, 575 

And makes it as immortal as bcrfeif : 

To mortals, nought immortal, but tfaetr wortk. 

Worth, confcious worth I (hoixld ab/ahitgfy reig»; 
And other joys a(k leave for dieir approach ; 
Nor, unexamia'd, ever leave obtain. 9S0 

Thou art all anarchy ^ a mob of ioy» 
Wage war, and periih in inteftine broils % 
Not the leaft proraife of internal peace ! 
No bofom-comfort ! or unberrow'd bliis ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; All outwaid-boand, 9!$ 
^Mid fands, and rocks', and ftorms, to crvifefbrpleafive; 
If gained, dear-bought j and better mifs^d than gaia'A. 
Much pain muft expiate what nn^b pain procured. 
fancy, z,nd fenftf from an infeftcd fhore. 
Thy cargo bring ; and peftilence the prize. 999 

Then, fuch thy thirft (infatiable thirft ! 
By fond indulgence but inflam'd the more !) 
Fancy ftill cruifes, when i^oocfenjt is tir'd. 

Imagination is the Paphian ihop. 
Where feeble happinefs, like Vulcan, lame^ 595 

Bids foul ideas, in their dark recefs. 
And hot as hell (which kindled the black fires). 
With wanton art, thofe fatal arrows form. 
Which m order all thy time, healthy wealth, and hmt, 
Wouldft thou receive them, other thoughts there are, looo 
On angel-wing, defcending from above. 
Which thefe, with art divine, would counter-wcarky 
And form celeftial armour for thy peace. 

In 



THE COMPLAINT, Night VIII. 247 

In this is feen iinagination's guilt ; 
But who can count htr foilies ? She h&tnj* th«€, 1005 
To think in grandeur there is ibmerittng great. 
For works of curious art, and antient fame* 
Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd 5 . 

And foreign climes muft cater for thy ttfte. 
Hence, what difafter ! — ^Though the price was paid, loi* 
That perfecuting prieft, the Turk of Rome, 
Whofe foot (ye gods f ) though cloven, muft be ki£i'd> 
Detained thy dinner on the JLatian flioie j 
(Such is the fate of honeft Proteftants I) 
And poor magnificence is ftarv'd to death. 1015 

Hence juft refentment, indignation, ire !— 
Be pacifyM, if out*ward things are great, 
'Tis magnanimity great things to fcorn | 
Pompous expences, and parades aiiguft. 
And courts, that infalubrious foil to peace. zoab 

True happinefs ne^er enter'd at an eye j 
True happinefs refides in things unfeen. 
No fmiles o£ fortune ever bleft the bad. 

Nor can her frowns rob innocence of joys ; 

Tba$ jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor : X015 

So tell his Holine/s, and be reveng'd. 

Pleafure, we both agree, is man^s chief good y 

Our only conteft, what defeiTes the name. 
^ Give pleafure's name to nought, but what has pais'd 
^ Th' authentic fcal of reafon (which, like YorLe, 103© 

Demuits «n what it paiTes), and defies 
i The tooth of time ; Vhen pad, a pleafnire fiill \ 

Dearer on trial> l«v«lkr for its age, 
* . R+ A»A 
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And doubly to be prized, as it promotes 
Our future, while it forms our prcfent, joy. i 
Some joys the future overcaft ; and fbtxie 
Throw all their beams that way, and gild the toml 
Some joys endear eternity j feme give 
AbhorrM annihilation dreadful charms. 
Arc rival joy^ contending for thy choice ? i 

Confult thy *wboU extfieucey and be fafe j 
That oracle will put all doubt to flight. 
Short is the lefTon, though my Icfture long, 
Be good — and let heaven anfwer for the reft. 
. Yet, with a figh o'er all mankind, I grant J 
In this our day of proof, our land of hope. 
The good man has his clouds that intervene 5 
Clouds, that obfcure his fublunaiy day. 
But never conquer : ev'n the bejf muft own, 
Ratience, and rcjignation, are the pillars 
Of human peace on earth. The pillars, Thefe : 
But thofe of Seth not more remote from Thee, 
Till this heroic Icflbn thou haft learnt ; 
To frown at pleafure, and to fmile in pain. 
Fir'd at the prolpeil of unclouded blifs. 
Heaven in reveifion, like the fun, as yet 
Beneath th' horizon, chears us in this world j 
It fheds, on fouls fufceptible of light. 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. 

" This (fays Lorenzo) is a fair harangue : 
«< But can harangues blow back ftrong nature^s ftr 
«* Or ftem the tide heaven pu flies through our veil 
« Which fweeps avcay man's impotent cefolve8> 
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y* And lays his labour level with the ^worldT" 

Themi'elves men make their comment on mankind % 
And think nought is, but what they find at hornet 
Thus, weaknefs to chimara turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the Mufe prefcrib'd. 
* AbovA, Lorenzo faw the man of earth. 
The mortal man ; and wretched was the fight. 1070 
To balance that, to comfort, and exalt. 
Now fee the man immortal : him, I mean, . 
Who lives as fuch 5 whofe heart, full -bent on heaven. 
Leans all tbat-vrzyy his bias to the ftars. 
The worhl's dark fhades, in contraft fet, fhallraife 1075 
His luftre more 5 though bright, without a foil : 
" Obferve his aweful portrait, and admire j 
Nor ft6p at wonder ; imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw. 
What nothing lefs than angel can exceed I 1080 

A man on earth devoted to the fkies ; 
Like fhips in feas, while in, abo'veihe world. 

With afpeft mild, and' elevated eye. 
Behold him feated on a mount ferene. 
Above the fogs of fenfe, and pajion^s ftorm ; 1085 

All the black cares, and tumults, of this life. 
Like harmlefs thunders, breaking at his feet. 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Eartb^s genuine fons, the fceptred, and the (lave, 
A mingled m^b ! a wandgring herd ! he fees, 1090 
Bcwilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike ! • 
His full reverfe in all \ what higher praife ? 

i What 

* In a fonnw Nigbt. 
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What ftronger dcm^ftAratieii of the ri^t ? 

The prefent all tbiir care } the future, bis. 
Wheu public welfare calls, er private want, 1095 
^bey give to fame ; hia bounty be conceals. 
^beir virtues varniih nature $ bij exalt. 
Mankind's efteem tbey court ; and Ae, his own. 
^b^irs, the wild chace offalft felicities $ 
Hisf the composed poiTeflion of the trtte* iiio 

Alike throughout k bis confident peace. 
All of one colour, and an even thread; 
While party-colour'd (hreds of happiaefs. 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for tkim 
A madman's robe ; each puiF of ftrHmt blows tiaf 
The tatters by, and (hews their nakedne^* 

He fees with other eyes than tb^irs t wheve tbp 
Behold ^Lfujif be fpies a Deity i 
What makes tbem only fmile, makes iim adorn* 
Where tbey fee mountains^ be bat atoms fees $ iii» 
An empire, in bis balance, weighs a grain, 
Tbey things terreftrial worftiip, as divine : 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as duft^ 
That dims his fight, and fhortens his furvey. 
Which longs, in Infinite, to lofe all bound. 1115 

Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays afide to find his dignity 5 
No dignity they find in aught befides. 
Tbey trlunrph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory), proud of an eclipfe. jiza 

Himfelf too much be prizes to be proud. 
And nothing thinks fo great in man, as mastm 

Too 
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Too dear be holds his intereft, to aegkfl 

AnotkcET's welfsrty sr kk right tnvade $ 

TTmr intereft, like a lion, lives on prey. • 11*5 

They kindle at the fliadow of a wrong -y 

Wrong be Aiftains with temper, looks on hetiveB,^ 

Nor (loops to think his injurer his foe ; 

Nought, but what wounds his victne, wounds his peace* 

A covered heart tbeir cfaara6ber defends j 113a 

A covered heart denies him half his praife. 

With nakednefs hie innocence agrees ; 

While tbeir broad foliage tefti£es their £gdl. 

Tbeir no joys end, where bis full feaft begins s 

Hii j^ys create^ Theirs murder, fvture blifs. 11 3 5, 

To triumph in exigence, bis alone ; 

And bis alone,' triumphiuitly to think 

His true exiftence is not yet begun. 

His glorious courfe was^ yeftcrday, complete ; 

l>eath, then, was welcome ; yet life (tilt is fweet. ii4o> 

But nodiing charms Lorenzo, like die firm. 
Undaunted breaft-*And whofe is that high praife f 
Tbey yield to pleafure, though diey danger brav«. 
And (hew no fortitude, but in the field ; 
If there they (hew it, 'tis for glory fliewn } 1 14^5- 

Nor will that cordial always man tbeir hearts. 
A cordial bis fuftains, that cannot fail ; 
By pleafure un&bdoed, imbroke by pain,. 
He (hares in that Omnipotence he truAs. 
AU-bearing, all -attempting, till he falls; xi50- 

And when he falls, writes VICI on his fhieUL 
Ffom magnanimity, HI fear above j 

Fronk 
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From nobler recorapcnce, above €tpplaufe \ 
Which owes to man's ^or/ out-look all its charms. 
. Backward to credit what he never felt, i 

Lorenzo cries,—** Where /hines this miracle ? 
** From what root rifes this immortal man ^" 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo's ground 5 
The root diffeft, nor wonder at the^<iv/r. 

. ffif follows nature (not like * thee) and fliews us 1 
An uninverted fyftem of a man. 
His appetite wear& reafan's golden chain. 
And finds, in due reftraint, its luxury* 
His pajfionf like an eagle well reclaimed. 
Is taught to. fly at nought, but Infinite. 3 

Patient his hope, un-anxious is his caref 
His caution fearlef^ and \i\^ grief (if grief 
The gods ordain) a ftranger to defpair. 
And why ? — ^Becaufe, ^*afFeftion, more than meet. 
His wifdom leaves not difengag'd from heaven. 
Thofe fecondary goods tliat fmile on earth. 
He, \<}\\ng \n proportion^ \ovt^\n peace. 
They moft the world enjoy, who leaft admire. 
His iinderftand'ing 'fcapes the common cloud 
Of fumes, arifmg from a boiling breafl;. 
His head i$ clear, becaufe his heait is coo]. 
By worldly competitions uninflam'd. 
The moderate jmovements of his foul admit 
Diftin6l ideas, and matured debate. 
An eye impartial, and an even fcale ; 
Whence judgment found, and unrepenting choice. 

T 

i . * ^tt "^^^ l^A* N«» %\%. 
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Thus, in a double fenfb, the good are wife j 
On its own dunghill, wifer than the world. 
What, then, the world ? It muft be doubly weak; 
Strange truth ! as foon would they believe their Creed. 

Yet thus it is 5 nor otherwife can be 5 
So far from aught romantic, what I iing. 
Blifs has no being, virtue has no ftrength. 
But iFrom the profpeft of immoital life. 
Who think.earth all, or (what weighs juft the fame) 119© 
Who care no farther, muft pHze what it yields j 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. • 
.Who thinks earth nothing, catit its charms admire 5 
He can't a foe, though moft malignant, hate, 
Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. X195 
*Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaft 
Good- will to men ?) to love their dcareft friend j 
For may not he invade their goodfupremey 
Where the leaft jealoufy turns love to gall ? 
All ihines to tbetrty that for a feafon ihines* 1200 

£acha£t, each thought, i^^queftions, *< What its weighty 
** Its colour what, a thoufand ages hence ?"— 
And what it there appears, he deems it notAJ. 
Hence, pure are the receffes of his foul. 
The god-like man has nothing to conceal* 1205 

His virtue, conftitutionally deep. 
Has habit" s firmnefs, and affection's flame j 
Angels, ally'd, defcend to feed the fire i 
And deathy which others flays, makes him a god. 

And now, Lorenzo ! bigot of this world ! 12x6 

Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by hea? en I 

Stand 
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Stand by UtiyfcwHy and be reducM te ^mu^l : 

For what art tho* ?— TImmi boafter I wiiile thy glare, 

Thy gaiidy grandeto*, and mere worldly worth. 

Like a broad mift, at diftance, ftrikes its msA $ it^5 

And, like a mift, is Botfaing when at hand $ 

His merit, like a mountain, on approach. 

Swells more, and rifes nearer to the fldes. 

By promife notVy and, by pofTeflion, fitm^ 

(Too /oofiy too mucby it cannot be) his own. tts^ 

From this thy juft mnnibilathm rife, 
Lorenzo ! rife tafomethiag^ by reply. 
T}ie world, thy client, liftens, and expefls ; 
And longs to crown thee with inmiortal praiie. 
Canil thou be filent ? No ; ibr *wit is thine ; t«f ) 

And wit talks tnofiy when ieaft flie has to fay. 
And rMfen interrupts not her career, 
^he '11 fay — That mifis aho've the mountains rife ; 
And, with a tboufand pleafantries, amufe; 
She '11 fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a duft, 1233 

And fly conviftion, in the duft flie raisM. 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty tafte ? 
Tis precioHS, as the vehicle of fmfe ; 
But, as its fubftitute, a dire difeafe. 
Fomicious talent ! flatter'd by the world, 1235 

By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. 
Wildom is rare, Lorenzo ! wit abounds ; 
Pajfion can give it ; (bmetimes nvine infpires 
The locky flafli ; and madTttfs rarely fails. 
Whatever cavfe the fpirit ftrongly ftirs, 1140 

Conf exs the hay?) «ik1 mala |hy Ptnpwwi 
...; For 
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For thy renown, 't were well, was this the worft $ 

Chance often hits it j and, to pique thee in«re> 

See duUneft^ bhmdering on vivacities, 

^Shakes her fage head at the calamity, x%^^ 

Which Has exj^s^d, and let her down to thee. 

But nuifdomy aweful wifdoni ! which infpefls, 

Difcems, conapares, weiglls, Separates, infers. 

Seizes the right, and holds it to the laft $ 

dH«Yr rare ! in fenates, fyoods, ibught in vain % ii5» 

Or if tbpre found, 'tis facred to thtfe^w \ 

While a lewd proftitute to multitudes. 

Frequent, as fatal, ivit : in civil life, 

Wit makes an enterprifer $ fenfe^ a mui. 

Wif Ijbates authority ; commotion loves, it 59 

And thinks herfelf the lightning of the ftom. 

Inmates, 'tis dangerous; mreligkny death « 

Shall lAjtt turn Chriftian, when the dull believe? 

Senfe is our helmet^ wit is but the {^ume ; 

,The plume expofes, 'tis our helmet faves. izfO 

Sefr/e is the ditmond, weighty, iblid, found; 

When cut by ijfity it cafts a hrighter beam i 

Yet, <w!t apart, it is a diamond ftiil. 

intf widow'd ofgeoJ/eitfef is worfe than nonglit; 

It lioifts more fail to run againft a rock. 10^5 

Thus, a ^/{^-Cheftcrfield is quite a fool ; 

Whom dull fools feom, aivd blcfs their want of wit. 

How ruinous the rock I warn thee ihun. 
Where Syrens £(, to fing thee to thy fate 1 
A joy 9 in which our reafoft beiWB too par^ Uj^ 

Is hut %firmv tkkUoj^r «>« it'ftitigt* 

- Let 
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Let not thecooings of the world allure thee; 
Which of her lovers ever found her true ? 
Happy ! of this bad world who little know ?— > 
And yet, we much mnft know her, to hcfafe. 
To knowi; the world, not lofve her, is thy point} 
She gives but little, nor that little, ^of^JS* 
There is, I grant, a triumph of the pulfe j 
A dance of fpirits, a mere.froth of joy. 
Our tbougbtlefs agitatiofCj idle child. 
That mantles high, that fparkles, and expires. 
Leaving the foul more vapid than before. 
An animal ovation 1 fuch as holds 
No commerce with our reafoHy but fubfifts 
On juices, through the wcU-ton'd tubes, well-ft 
A nice machine * fcarce ever tun'd aright ; 
And when it jars — ^thy Syrens iing no more. 
Thy dance is done ; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheofis !) beneath the moH^ 
In coward gloom immersed, or fell defpair. 
Art thou yet dull enough defpair to dread. 
And ftartle at deftruftion ? If thou art. 
Accept a buckler, take it to the field 5 
(A field of battle is this mortal life I) 
When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart j 
A fingle fentence proof againft the nmrld. 
*« Soul^ body y fortune ! K very good pertains 
*< To one of thefe ; but prize not all alike 5 
** The goods of fortune to thy body's health, 
*< Body to foul, and foul fubmit to God.** 
Wouldft thou buUd lafting happiaeit.? 2>o thit j 
5 
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Th' 'itkYeit^:^^jiramd «VI ixsvtr (Und. 

Is tbis trutb 4Qu.b!Jt^rf It outftdnea tlie fiut; 
Kay, the fun (hines not^ hxA to Akw us tkiB, 
HJl'h^ Tingle lefljbo pf nfi9«ktfid on earth* 2^5 

And yeUrpyet> wHat ? Mo new« ! mankiml Is mad } 
Such mighty awobers lift s^gajinft tfar rigibt, 
/And what ca^'t ^iiunbersy wheQ bewitched, atehieve !) 
They talk theiuTelves to (4»{nethiag lij^e Ueliof^ 
Th^t all earth's joys ai^e ti^rs t As AtheasT fo(d 13 10 
(yrinn'd from the port, gh every fail his own. 

They grin ; but wberefore ? ajad hfi^ long thp iau^ ? 
•Half Ig^QF^ce, tHeiF mirth j and Iialf» a lye ) 
To. cb^ (ibe world, and ch^at tbemielres, they fmile. 
Hard either talk ! The moA abandoned own^ 1315 

That otherSy if abandoned, are undone : 
Then, for themfelves, lie moment reafoa wukes, 
(And Providf nee denies it long repofe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They fcKTce can fwallow their ebullient /pleen, 1330 
Scarce ijanfter patience to fupport the furce. 
And pump fad laughter till the curtain fulls. 
Scarce^ did I fay ? Some cannot fit it out ; 
Oft tbcir own daring hands the curtain draw, 
Ai)d Ihew us <ivbat their joy, by their defpair. 1 32 5- 

The clotlted hair ! gop'd breaft ! blaiplicming eye ! 
Its impious f\iry Rill alive in death ! 
Shut, fliut the (hocking fcene.— -But heaven denies 
A cowrio fuch guilt j' and fo fhouM man. 
i^eok round, Lorenzo 1 fee the reeking blad^, 153 1 
Thr MMpbom'd piiiiii, and ^m fiital i^all ; 

¥pi.. ir. S X 'V. 
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The ftrangling cord, and AifFocating ftrinm ; 

The lo^difome rottennefs, and foul decays 

From raging riot (ilower fuicides !) 

.A^ pride in thefe, mope execrable ftill ! . i^ 

How horrid all to thought ! — But borrorsy th^ 

That vouch the truth $ and aid my feeble fong. 

^vom<vicef fenfe, fancy, no man can be bleft : 

Blifs is too great, to lodge within an hour : 

When an immortal being aims at blifs, 13^! 

Duration is effential to- the name. 

O.fpr a joy from reafon ! Joy from that. 

Which makes- man man ; and, exercised aright. 

Will make him more : A bounteous joy ! that gives, 

/Vnd pronxiTes ; that weaves, with art divine, i^^j 

The richeft profpeft into prefent peace : 

A joj; aipbitious ! Joy in common held 

With thrones ethereal, and their greater far; 

A joy high-prlvilegM fron. chance, time, deatb t 

A joy» >y.hich death fhall AoMhlt, judgment crown ! 1551 

^ Crown'd higher, and ftill higher, at each ihige. 
Through bleft eternity's long day 5 yet ftill. 
Not more remote from firroiv, than from Him, 
Whofe laviHi hand, whofe love ftupendouc, pours 
So much of Deity xn guilty duft. .. ij^ 

nere, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there. 
Where not thy prefence can improve my bliis ! 
A5rc6l$, not this the /ages of the 'world? 

.. Can noiight affe^ them, but whaty^w/r.tb^m^ioo ? 

■ Eternity, depending on an hour, ^ 13A 

Mikes ferious ttQUght outfits ^i&^fa^ joy^ ttad pratft. 
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Nor need you bluih (tboiigh-fometimes your defigns 

May fliun the light) at your deHgns on heaven : 

Sole point I where O'ver-bajbful is your blame. 

Are you not «m;^/— You knowyou afe : Yet hear 1 365 

One truth^ amid your numerous fchemes, midaid. 

Or overlooked, or thrown afide, if feen 5 

** Our fchemes to plan by this world, or the nexf, 

** Is the fole difference between wife and fool." 

All lAJorthy men will weigh you in this fcale j 1370 

What wonder then, if they pronounce you light f 

Is their efteem alone not worth your care ? 

Accept my fimple fcheme oi common fenfe : • 

Thus, fave your fame, and make tiuo worlds your own. 

The world replies not; — but the worldperJifts^ 1375 
And puts the caufe off to the longefl day. 
Planning evafions for the day of doom. 
So far, at that re-hearing, from redrefs, ' 
They then turn twitnejfes againft themfelves t 
Hear that, Lorenzo 1 nor be wifeto-morrow. X38# 
Hade, hafle! A man, by nature, is in haile^ 
For who (hall anfwer for another hour? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make one fure friend ; 
And that thou canft not do, this fide the fkies. 

Ye fons of earth I (nor ivillifig to be more !) 1385 
Since fverfe you think from prieftcraft fomewhat free. 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the Mufe plain truths 
(Truths. which,at church, you might have heard in profe) 
Has ventured into light ; well-pleas'd the verfe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain $ 1390 

S X And 
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And crown her with your wclferr, net your praife. 
But praife ihe need not fear : I fee my fate; 
And headlong leap, like Ciirtius, down the gulph. 
Since many an ample 'volume^ mighty tcmey 
Mud die; and die unwept ; O thou minute, 1395 
Devoted page ! go forth among thy foes 5 
Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for tmth. 
And die a double death : mankind, incensM, 
Denies thte long to live : nor fhalt thou reft 
When thou art dead ; in Stygian fhades arraigned 1400 
By Lucjfor, as traitor to his throne ; 
And bold blufphemer of his friend — the world ; 
The world, whofe legions coll him (lender pay. 
And <uclunteers around his banner Iwarm j 
Pruiicnt, as Pruffia, in her zeal for Gaul ! 1405 

** Are all, then, fools ?" Lorenzo cries. — Yes, all/ 
But fuch as hold this doclrine (new to thee) ; 
** The molher^f true v/ifdom is the ivill''''i ' 

Tlie noliklt hiUHeJj a foci without it. 
World-vjifdoTn much has done, and more may do, 14 it 
In art'> and fcicnces, in wars and peace ; 
But art and fcicncc, like thy wealth, will leave thecj 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the Kioji indulgence can alford ; — 
** Thy <wij'dom all can Jo, but — 7/take tl:ee *wi/^," 
Nor think this ccnTure is fcvcre on thcc i 
Saun, thy mafter, I dare call a dunce. 

CON- 
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